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Woman of FASHION. 


LETTER XXVII. 
To Mrs, Won ne 


o w ſhall I expreſs. my Admi- 
ration of Lord Darnly ! my dear 

Sophia? My Heart is diſtreſſ. 

ed with Gratitude, which I have no Way 
to manifeſt, How generouſly does he 
intereſt himſelf in my Affairs I in- 
cloſe his Letter, which will fave me 
the Trouble of tranſcribing his long 
though far was it from appearing ſo to 
me Narrative You'll find, I have 
Room to hope — Good Heavens! to 
n had I engaged myſelf! ! 
| A2 1 look 
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I look back with Horror en my Im- 


prudence. Nothing can excuſe it.— : 
Why did I not rather ſubmit to my f 
Father's Will? He was better able to | i 
chuſe, than a young Creature, as! 5 
then was, ſo ignorant of the World. | 8 
Alas! that Ignorance led me to the F „ 
Commiſſion of a Fault, Which I ſhall * 
never pardon myſelf for being guilty y 
of. But I have ſuffer'd for it; Heaven R 
knows how ſeverely ! Since that fatal tt 
Moment, I have been a Stranger to | hi 
Happineſs ; but Peace now begins to di 
re-vilit my long forſaken Breaſt —l F 
hope—Yes, my Friend, the ungene- | 
rous Man will, I. truſt, releaſe me | 
from -my dreadful Promiſe, fince -his Ss 3 
intereſted. Views will be better anſwer'd, | th 
by that, than by rejecting Lord Darn- W is 
Yes Propoſal. Yet my Anxiety is ine, 2 
preſſible. Who knows what may be n 
the Conſequence of their next Inter- ou 
= 1 view? 
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The Woman of FasHlon. 5 - 
view? But he ſeem'd inclined to com - 
ply. Let me not then torment myſelf, 
till I know the worſt, Oh! Sopbia, 
join your Prayers to mine, that my 
eloquent Friend may be ſucceſsful — 
Should he not ut I dare not think of 
that,—Your Prejudice againſt Milliam- 
ſen was but too juſt. She is with him 
you find, a Creature of his from the 
firſt, I make no doubt.—I ought to be 
thankſul, conſidering my Youth and 
her Character, that I eſcaped as I 
did. Such AAS as * * 
cured him 


My Aunt has ſeen Laid: Binds 
Letter. She was of Opinion with him, 
that there was no Neceſſity for reveal- - 
ing my Secret to my Uncle. But 1 
could not bear the Thoughts, that 1 | 
ſhould ſo long, for my Sake, appear in 
a. 1 ſo diſadvantageous to his 

1 Friend 
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Friend—His Generoſity merited all the 
Return in my Power. I defired her, 
| therefore, to reveal to him the*whole 
unhappy Affair, in order to vindicate 
the Conduct of the amiable Darnly,— 
To my Father, however, I cannot yet 
find Courage to confeſs my Fault. 1 
the more readily delay it, as there is 
now a Probability of my being reſtored 
to Freedom. Then indeed, he neednever 
know his unhappy Daughter's Impru- 
dence. My Uncle was accordingly, on 
my ſtrenuouſly inſiſting on it, acquaint- 
ed with my melancholy Situation, and 
the diſintereſted Part his young Friend 
had acted. ' Your obliging Mamma un- 
dertook a Taſk, I never could- have 
found Reſolution to go through with, 
— Mr. Groves was, as you may ſuppoſe, 
greatly alarm'd, and no leſs ſurpriſed, 
at what he heard; but, in Pity to me, 


canceald his Emotions, and generouſly 


endea- 
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The Woman of FAsHIo N. 7 
endeavour'd to confirm my Hopes, that 
the Affair would, in the End, turn out 
as we wiſh : Nor did he ſuffer any Re- 
proach, which I too juſtly merited, to 
eſcape him. If Lord Darnh's Eadea- 
vours fail, he told me, with his uſual 
Goodneſs, he would himſelf engage in 
the Buſineſs, and did not in the leaſt. 
Deſpair of Bringing Mr. Obrian to rea- 
ſonable Terms. Mean Time he finds 
no ſmall Difficulty, to remove my Fa- 


ther's Uneafineſs in Regard to his Lord- 


ſhip's Abſence, —Hitherto his good O- 
pinion of him continues ; though he 
ſays it is but a puny Kind of Love, that 
would ſuffer a Man, let the Buſineſs be 
what it would, to leave his Miſtreſs ſo 
oddly as he did —But all Things de- 
generate—Folks were ſtrahgely alter'd 
from what they were formerly. This, 
my dear Sophia, is the preſent Poſture 
of your Friend's Affairs: Happy that 

A 4 ſhe 
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ſhe is permitted to look forward to leſs. 


gloomy . Proſpects. — Pray Heaven 1 
may not be diſappointed ! That, after 
this Ray of Hope, would aggravate my 
Miſery.—Adieu, Madam. Your ex- 
pected Return has diffuſed a Joy over 
every Heart. Your Mamma's Letter 
will give you a faint Idea of her's. 
Come then, my Sophia, you know 
not how I mourn your Abſence; we 
have none of us been ourſelves ſince 
you went. My Friend and Brother, 


your Harry too!—Alas! I ſhall not 


long, I fear, enjoy the Pleaſure of your 
dear Society. My Father talks of re- 
turning to **** where Buſineſs de- 


mands his Preſence. The Eye of the 


Maſter does every Thing, he ſays : No 
truſting to Servants now- a-days.— My 
Uncle has, however, half obtain'd his 
Promiſe, to {tay at leaſt till Lord Darn- 


ly comes from Town, When that will 


be, 
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The WoMan of FASHION. 9 
be, Heaven knows. Once more I re- 
peat it, haſten your Journey, my dear 
Friend, if you Love yourtrt 


 HenmreTTA. 


LETTER XXIX. 
To HENRIETTA, 83 
SHORT Rieti my ever amiable 
Henrietta, I have Time for no 
more | Tis near the Hour, in which 1 


am to wait on Lady Diana Dormer, I 
would have wrote ere now, but de- 


ferr'd it, in Hopes of having ſettled your 


important Affair one Way or other. 
Think not, Madam, a trifling Viſit 
ſhould treſpaſs on that Time I wiſn 
wholly to dedicate to you, were it not 
on your Account I make it. Her La- 

dyſhip is intimately acquainted-with; | 
Capt. Obrian. The World even gives 
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10 The Woman of Fasnton; 
him to her for a Lover, and I am con- 


vinced of it from better Authority. 


Having heard this, I ſought an Oppor- 
tunity, and found no Difficulty to 4 


myſelf introduced to her.— ] was ſur- 
priſed to find her perfectly acquainted 
with your Affairs. She expreſs'd high 
Diſpleaſure againſt Mr. Obrian, and, 
with an Injunction to Secrecy, owned he 


was under a ſtronger Engagement to 


her, than you could be to him; ſaid, 


ſhe was convinced he would eafily 


come into my Propoſal, as the Per- 
plexity of Affairs was the ſole Reaſon 
why the Marriage was delay'd. The 
Match, ſhe confeſs'd, was imprudent 
on both Sides; and now ſhe half de- 


"fpiſed the Man, who could behave in 
ſo unworthy a Manner.— Tou may 
believe it was not from him ſhe NW 


this n 
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She endeavoured, however, to excuſe © 
him. He was wild, but had a good 
Diſpoſicion in the main. She flatter'd 
herſelf Marriage would reclaim him. 
I might depend on her Intereſt. It con- 
cern'd her Honour, that he ſhould act 
as became the Man intended for her 
Huſband ; begged for her Sake, I would 
not expoſe him; he had already given 
but too much Room for Cenſure; the 
World was ill- natur'd ; ſhe could never 
believe his Morals were ſo faulty, as 
ſome cenſorious People, who wiſhed to 
injure him in her Eſteem, had repre- 
ſented them—He had good Senſe,. was 
naturally generous and ſincere: Too 
ſincere indeed, of which deſigning Peo- 


ple are apt to take Advantage,—A rich 


Uncle, who had long been in a declin- 
ing Way, and to whom he is Heir, 
was now, as he the very Evening after 
| A 6. our 
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our Interview informed her, at the 


Point of Death; which obliged him to 
ſet off Poſt for his Houſe near fifty 
Miles from London, in Hopes of ſeeing 
him before he died. This Journey ac- 
counts for his not giving me a ſecond 

Meeting, as I expected. — If the old 
Gentleman dies, continued Lady Dor- 
mer, our Marriage will no longer be 
delay'd. He will then be able to diſ- 
charge his Debts ; and will, beſides, 
be Maſter of a Fortune not unworthy 
my Acceptance, 


Judge, lovely Henrietta, -with what 
Raptures I liſten'd to this Account.— 
You have no longer any Cauſe of Un- 
ealineſs on his Account. There is no 
doubt of his reſtoring you to Free- 
dom. But why did he not tell me thoſe 
Particulars ? Perhaps I was to blame, in 
treating him with rather too little Cere- 
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mony. The bad Character I had heard 
of him, prejudiced me againſt him. 1 
could not—I did not indeed—take the 
leaſt Pains to conceal my Diſlike. This 
Journey to his Uncle's, will delay the 
Concluſion. of your Affair. But be 
under no Concern. It muſt, it will 
end, to your Satisfaction. How long 
he will be abſent is uncertain Ahl! it 
will appear an Age to me. With, what. 
Impatience do 1 long to be reſtored to, 
the forfeited Eſteem of my generous 
Friend! but how much more, to be. 
once more permitted the Indulgence, 
of thoſe flattering Hopes Forgive 
me. My Heart is ungovernable. I 
have impoſed Silence on myſelf on this 
dear intereſting Subject, till you ate 
at Liberty to encourage, or Ah! let 
me not entertain the alarming Thought, 
that you will reject the Addreſs of your 


ever devoted 
Danni r. 
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9 
2 
— ' —— — — —ͤ—— 


| 
| 
| 
| 


——u— ́ — 


14 The Wowan of FAsHIOx. 


LETTER XXX. 


To Mrs. PEIR Cv. 


W HAT a dreadful Misfortune! 


want Words to deſcribe my 
Grief. — Ah! my beloved Daughter, 
how is my Joy at your expected Re- 
turn, loſt in Affliction for our Henrie!ta ! 
that Henrietta, whom I believed fo ſin- 
cere, ſo prudent—Good Heavens! can 
ſhe have deceived us in this Manner ? 
Is ſhe capable of ſo much Art ? ſuch 


wicked Diſſimulation ?—Burt there are 


the moſt alarming Appearances againſt 
her, She is gone, Sephia—fled ; no- 
body knows whither ; when the Affair 
too, about which ſhe pretended to be 


ſo anxious, was on the Point of being 


determined, —What can I think O 
that ſhe may be innocent | *Tis dread- 
; ful 
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ful but to doubt it for a Moment, yet 

the Report of the People, who ſaw her 
go off with that unworthy OBrian 
Let me endeavour to reſtrain my Emo- 
tion; let me attempt a more parti- 

cular Account.— The Wretch has im- 
poſed on the unſuſpecting generous 
Lord Darnly; no dying Uncle has 
he; *twas all a Pretence to facilitate 
his Journey here, where he was, for 
more than a Week, in Diſguiſe. —l 
have not Patience to be minute. My 
Niece not. only made him frequent 
Viſits, as the People aſſure us, but 
wrote to him. I incloſe her Letters. 
FI tell you afterwards how I came by 
them. Who could have believed her 
capable of ſuch Treachery? Of a 
Crime like this? dutiful as the ever 

appeared. But the Wreteh has, it 
ſeems, great perſonal Attractions. 
Ah ! my Daughter, how weak ! how 
ds cre- 


16 T Woman of Fa$H10N. 
credulous are the Generality of our Sex 


— Surely ſhe once ſeriouſly wiſhed to be 


freed from her imprudent Engagement. 
Little did I imagine he had ſuch In- 
fluence over her Heart, repeatedly as ſhe 
has aſſured me, he was indifferent to her. 
Yet ſhe raſhly ventured to ſee him To 
ſee him, without my Knowledge. — 


Deceitful, unhappy Girl! Alas! early 


taught to deceive, firſt her Father, now 
her Friends. By what I can gather 
from the People's Account, that Crea- 
ture MWilliamſen was with him: Paſt for 


his Siſter, it ſeems, ſhe had gained but 
too much Authority over her. Who 


knows, how ſhe might have been threat- 


ened, terrified. into Compliance; but 
why did ſhe conceal it from me ? Why 


not apply to her Uncle for Protection? 
— Ah! there is no Excuſe for what 
ſhe has done Theſe Letters too are a 
too convincing Proof of her Regard for 
the deſpicable Wretch.—Deſpicable, I 
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The Woman of Fashion. 17 


ſay for his looſe Morals ought to 


make every Perſon of Virtue not only 
deſpiſe, bur deteſt him. 


To be more particular—She paid 
him, as l before ſaid, two or three 
Viſits at Farmer Dickon's. All the 
Neighbourhood are ready to teſtify this 
Truth. He, it ſeems, endeavoured to 
bribe the Farmer's Wife, and one of his 
Labourers, to Secrecy, charging them 
to conceal it from our Family in parti- 
cular. They promiſed, fooliſh Crea- 
tures, and kept their. Word till the 
Diſcovery was uſeleſs, —After they had 
ſettled their vile Plan, he diſcharged” 
his Lodgings, and went off with his 
pretended Siſter, making uſe, of no 
Carriage; the Man I before menti- 
oned, following with the few Things 
they had. They went not to any great 
Diſtance z no farther than Hilly Farm, 

_.__—— 
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which is, you know, but half a Mile 
from hence: There my Niece ſoon 
after joined them. She had taken her 
Sally with her, but ordered her on 
ſome frivolous Pretence, to wait at 
ſome Diſtance till ſhe returned, — 


What Circumſtances are here to con- 
demn her. 


The Girl waited for more than two 


Hours, when alarmed at her Stay, 
Spite of her Prohibition, ſhe went in 
Search of her ; but fruitleſs, as you may 
believe, was her Search—She enquired, 
if they had ſeen her at the Farm. She 
had been there, they ſaid, but went 
out with a ſtrange Gentleman, and a 
young Woman, his Siſter, as they 
heard him call her. -From thence, full 
of Apprehenſion, ſhe hurried back to 
the Village, but ſtill no Tidings—She 
returned Home, It was now.quite dark; 
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The Wow aw of Fashion. 19 
and I greatly alarmed at her unuſual 
Stay, had walked out in Hopes of 
meeting them. But judge of my Emo- 
tions, when I ſaw Sarab returning alone 


l eagerly enquired for her Lady 


With Difficulty I was prevented from 
fainting, when ſhe told me what had 
happened. There was a Neceſſity for 
informing my Brother.,—He begged me 
to be compoſed ; ſaid, he would him- 
ſelf go in Search of her We had at 
that Time no Suſpicion that Obrian. was 
concerned in her. Flight, nor indeed 
imagined we ſhe was fled How ſhould 
we ? What could be her Motive? Mͤy 
Brother charged me, to conceal, as 
much as poſſible, my Emotions from 


Sir Roger, and to apologize for not ſee- 


ing Henrietta that Night, on Pretence 
of her having a ſlight Head-Ach. If 
he offered to go to her Apartment, I 

| ſhould 
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ſhould prevent him, by ſaying ſhe was 
juſt fallen into a Slumber. 


After theſe Inſtructions he left me 
Ho tedious was his Abſence !—Sup- 
per was ſerved at the uſual Hour. Sir 
Roger aſked for his Brother. He was 
obliged to go-to *. What at this 
Time of Night, cried he. Folks have 
no Conſcience; they wherret him to 
Death—Nothing is to be done without 
the *Squire. This comes of his Charity 
and Indulgence. I made no Anſwer ; 
my Heart was full, He obſerved not, 
however, my ſtifled Grief, and, ſoon 
after Supper, finding me but bad Com- 
pany, and not having that of his be- 
loved Hen, wiſhed me good Night, 

and retited to his Apartment, He had 
hardly left me, when my Brother re- 


turned; and, with a Mixture of Grief - 


and Reſentment in his Countenance, 
told 


The Woman of FAsHIO NW. 21 
told me every Particular of the fatal E- 
vent, as he had heard it from the Neigh- 
bours.—He then, to confirm all, de- 
livered to me that vile Obrian's Pocket. 
Book, which, in his Confuſion; he had 
forgot at Dickſon” 5 Who Sue it to _— 
Brother. Ent | | 
From one of Dickfer's co Tin; 
the ſame I before mentioned, he had 
the following Account. — That Mr. 
Smith, (for ſo he called himſelf) ſent 
him in the Morning to the Hall with a 
Letter, which he was to deliver into 
Madam's own Hands; that ſhe read in 
his Preſence ; rewarded him for his 
Trouble; and, bidding him wait, re- 
turned, in a fe-w Minutes, giving bim 
an Anſwer, with which he immediate- 
ly went back to his Employer, who 
ſeemed highly delighted with the Con- 
tents. 00 the Evening he remoyed his 
Bag- 
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Baggage to Hilly Farm, where they had 
not long been, when my Niece joined 


them; and, without the leaſt Reluc- 


tance, accompanied him and his Siſter 


to a Chaiſe and fix, which waited at 
ſome Diſtance from the Houſe : That 
they all got in, and drove away at a 


great Rate.——Ah ! Sophia, could you 
have believed your Friend Good 
Heavens ! is it poſſible! I doubt my 
very Senſes—Could Henrietta, the mo- 


deſt, timid Henrietta, be guilty of ſuch 
undutiful Imprudence ! — Infatuated 


Girl! where was that Virtue, for which 
I thought her ſo conſpicuous ? Could 
| ſhe go off with a Man?—Such a Man 
too - And a Companion of Will:amſon's / 
ſhocking Character, I ſhall never for 
the future, be ſurpriſed at any Thing. 


My Brother, though it was then paſt 
eleven o'Clock at Night, ordered his 
| Horſes, 
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ö | Hotſes, and, with two Attendants well 
Z arm's, ſet out in Purſuit of them, tak - 
ing the Country Fellow as his Guide, 
zs he was the only one who could give 
him the leaſt Intelligence which Way 
|; they were gone He is of Opinion, they 
are gone to Scotland—To me was left 
the dreadful Taſk, of informing Sir 
* Roger in the Morning, of what had 
happened. As ſoon as my Brother was 
gone, I hurried to my Apartment, 
anxious to examine the Pocket - Book 
Ahl my Daughter, in it I found 
but too convincing Proofs, if there had 
needed any more than I already had, of 
my Niece's Folly, to give it no harſher 
Name. I once thought of ſending you 
the Letters, but I may have Occaſion 
for them before you return; and to 
copy them, in my preſent Diſtreſs, is, 
you map believe, impoſſible. 


The 
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The Contents are, in ſhort, a Con- ; 


feſſion of her Regard for him; her _ 
Dread of being obliged to marry Lord F 
Darnly ; her artfully engaging him in „. 
her Affairs, to get him out of the Way, HB 
and to prevent a premature Diſcovery tg 
off her Engagement to her Father. —She E he 
knew, ſhe ſays, that ſhe might depend 0 
on hisrefuſing to releaſe her ; ſhe could, g 
therefore, the more ſafely venture to 
| make the Propoſal—She endeavours to 
clear herſelf from the Charge of Incon-— th 
ſtancy, of which ir ſeems he had ac- in 
cuſed her. This, and a Promiſe to ſee in 
him at Dick/or's in the Evening, are tge P. 
moſt material Circumſtances of her firſt PF. 
Letter.— The next is ſtill in a more tte 
obliging, not to ſay tender, Strain — wy: 
She looks upon her ſolemn Promiſe, s pr 
ſacredly binding. She never indulged x. 
a Thought of violating it. The Re- II 
mY port 
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Port ſhe had heard of him from Loed 
Darnly, had, indeed, as the had before 
told him, greatly alarmed her; but 
then ſhe recollected, that thoſe unfa- 
vourable Accounts were from a Rival. 
He had pretty well cleared himſelf from 
the Charge. Wildneſs and Indiſcretion 
he acknowledged. She would depend 
on his promiſed Reformation, with a 
great deal more to the ſame Purpoſe. 


Another Meeting appointed in the 
third. She ſays, ſhe had been conſider- 
ing his Propoſal; had ſpent the Night 
in Tears; how could ſhe leave her 
Father? How deceive her indulgent 
Friends? She was in the utmoſt Dif- 
treſs on what to determine; but ſhe 
was fully convinced her Father's Ap- 
probation was not to be hoped for. 
Yet was ſhe not his by the molt ſacred 
Tie? But then, to give ſuch Room 

Vol. II. B for 
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for Cenſure, faultleſsly as ſhe had hi- 
therto endeavoured to att——How would 

it wound her Reputation, and the 

Hearts of her Relations? — She then 

talks much of her Grief— But at laſt, 

conludes with granting his Requeſt. 


A third Interview appointed, when 
every Thing was to be ſettled for their 
Flight—This is the artleſs, as we all 
thought her Henrietta /—The pious, 
the dutiful Henrietta /— How did we 
all uſe to admire her! how eager in her 
Praiſe! contending who ſhould do 
moſt Juſtice to her Merit. — Alas! a 
deceitful Heart more than counterbal- 
lances thoſe ſpecious Accompliſhments, 
ſhe ſeemed ſo eminently to poſſeſs. . 


My Tears flow am too ſevere— 
Pity takes place of my Reſentment. 
Alas ! my poor dear Niece! my Child ! 

* as 


The Woman of FASHION. 27 
as I ever loved to call her, how art 
thou fallen! Love—Unhappy Love 
has been thy Ruin. What a miſerable 
Fate is thine! to what a Wretch art 
thou going to be united Ah! my 
Daughter, my Tears are fruitleſs — Tis 
paſt, Her Misfortunes are remedileſs, 
if Heaven interpoſes not, by a Kind 
of Miracle, to ſave her. Who can de- 
cribe the Rage, the Anguiſh of her 
incenſed Father. He too joins in the— 
I fear—fruitleſs Purſuit, —I muſt lay 
down my Pen. Farewel, my Child; 
haſten to conſole, by your dear Pre- 


ſence, your affectionate, your ſorrow- 
ful Mother, 


ELIZA CAMPLY. 
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LETTER XXXI. 
To Jon Bax Rs, E 


Dio you ever, for a Moment, doubt 
thy Friend's being one of the cle- 
vereſt Fellows in England ? If you did, 
retract; bluſh at your Want of Dil- 
cernment, and do me Fuſtice—I am, 
at this Inſtant, not only the clevereſt, 
but the happieſt of Mortals. — The 
Day is my own, Jack. Fortune! 1 
defy thee.— Lord help that ſimple Soul 
of a Lord. Did he think he was a 
Match for me, with his Honour, Sin- 
cerity, and ſuch old faſhion'd Stuff f— 
Methinks I am halt ſorry, he had nor 
more Addreſs. He left me ſo few Dif. 
ficulties to encounter : And Difficulty 
to me, is the very Life of an Intrigue, 
A Man's Talents, now- a- days, are loſt 
| k for 
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for Want of Opportunities to ſhew 


them: One half of the Sex ſo com- 
ing—the other half ſo ſimple. But 
now for a few Particulars—#illiamſon 
— My Siſter, an't pleaſe ye, in a de- 
clining Way : (The Girl has naturally 
one of your Town-bred Complexions ; 
and, when not aſſiſted by Art, might 
well enough paſs for conſumptive, a- 
mongſt the roſy Nympbs of the Vil- 
lage) She, adviſed to go into the Coun- 
try for the Benefit of the Air; I, a fond 
Brother, forſooth, bearing her Compa- 
ny from pure brotherly Affection: Our 
Habits plain, to avoid impertinent Cu- 
riolity—mine in particular, Snuff Col- 
our; a Wig—You never ſaw: ſuch a 
Devil of a Wig—Our Lodgings at a 
convenient Farm-houſe, not more than 
a Quarter of a Mile from the Caſtle of 
the Bowntifuls, So the Ruſtics call 
them, perhaps with Juſtice, Of thoſe 

B 3 that- 
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that have much, much is required 
That's not my Cafe, Jack; and yet T 
have, in my Time, done generous 
Things as well as my Neighbours: 1 
am forced to rub up your Memory in 
Regard to my good Actions. You are 
- plaguy apt to forget them, as well as 
the reſt of the ungrateful World. 


To this Village, almoſt every Even- 
ing, reſorted my little Inconſtant, on 
Viſits of Charity—She's confoundedly 
pious, it ſeems. For the three or four 
firſt Days, a motherly old Dowager, 
her Aunt, accompanied her, That 
gave me no Concern. I had concerted 
my Meaſures to elude her Vigilance, 
and was in no great Hurry to put my 
grand Scheme in Execution The Rea- 
jon this—Stealing an Heireſs is ſome- 
times paſt a Joke. I determined, there- 
fore, to make it appear to her Friends 

b a vo- 
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a voluntary Elopement.— This you 
will think no eaſy Taſk— That to you 
it might not, is granted; but all Things 
are eaſy to a Genius like mine.—In 
their friendly Rounds, our Cottage you 
may believe is not omitted—Unfortu- 
nately, however, my Siſter and I hap- 
pen'd always to be taking our Evening 
Wa'ks when the good Soul came, 
conſequently did not ſee them—They 
nevertheleſs heard of the Strangers. 
Mighty quiet good Kind of People, 
as our Neighbours faid—The young 
Woman far gone in a Conſamprtion ; 
the Brother, a grave Man, both in his 
Converſation and Dreſs. All the mili- 
tary Graces laid aſide—Very tender of 
her. It did their Hearts good to ſee 
ſuch Friendſhip between Brother and 
Siſter. My little Dear in particular, was 
deſirous to ſee the worthy Creatures. 
Perhaps we were not happy in our Cir- 
| B 4 cumſtances, - 
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cumſtances.— No Attendant, yet a 
ſick Perſon generally requiring ſo much 
Attendance. She wiſhed to do us all 
the Service in her Power. Gentle Soul [ 
— Hier Vißts were more frequent 
Still no Curiolity gratifed—lt was ne- 
ceſſary, however, for my Scheme, Peo- 
ple ſhould believe ſhe had ſeen us— 
low was. that to be managed ?—lIn 
this Manner—Our Landlord: was ge- 
nerally from Home, ſo (it being Har- 


veſt Time) was his Hand-maid-—Hig: 


Wife, a jolly Dame! too jolly for a. 
Buſtler, was leſt at Home to keep» 
Houſe, To get her out of. the Way 
then, was all I wanted. I told you, I 
had left my Servant at ſome Diſtance- 
from the Scene of Action. He made 
his Appearance, however, in due Time, 


diſguiſed En Clown ;' aſk'd to be em- 


ployed. Labourers were much wanted, 
he eaſily ſucceeded. Tis a ſhrewd 
Fel- 
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Fellow, and one of tried Fidelity 
Hie work'd for the Farmer where we 
* lived, it was what he had been ac- 
cuſtom'd to. 1 had hired him in the 
Country. After two or three days La- 
bour, he was conveniently ſeized with 
an Ague. I took Compaſſion on him, 
prevail'd on his Maſter to take him in, 
and paid for his Board. Our good 
4 Dame, being thus provided with a De- 
puty, might ſafely leave him to take 
Care of the Houſe, while ſhe an arrant 
Goſhp, flipped out to have a little 
Chat with her: Neighbours. — Mean 
Time comes young Madam, as they 
call her, enquires of Ton for the Family 
They are out, and the Strangers 
XZ toof-—Yes, Madam. She aſks him a 
E ' thouſand Queſtions. He returns very 
2 arcumſtantial Anſwers; in order to 
lengthen the Viſit, I overhear-their 
Conference from an adjoining Room. 
B. 35. Hame: 
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Home comes mine Hoſteſs—Courtſies, 
and La'ſhipping her generous Viſitor, 


who, after a condeſcending Enquiry 


into her Health and that of her good 
Man's, trips off. —Thomas, as ſoon as 
ſhe is gone, launches out in her Praiſe. 
So handſome, ſo affable, cries the Fel- 


Jow. She has been deadly kind to 


Mr. Smith. That's my travelling Name, 
Fack—Captain is a good one; but 1 
have a tao juſt Title to it. Well, I am 
glad ſhe has been with him, cry'd the 
Dame, for ſhe wanted mightily to ſee 
him. Ah! ſhe's a tender-hearted young 
Lady, returned he. She ſpoke to me as 
civilly, aye for all the World, as if I 
had been her Equal; told me what 
was good for my. Ague, and gave me 
half a Crown. I am ſure Lam bound 
to pray for her, the longeſt Day I have 


to live—I now made my Appearance. 
Lou ſeem geek engaged in Conver- 


ſation, 
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ſation, ſaid Il, and about me too I 


fancy, for I heard you ſeveral Times 
mention my Name;,—Why, Sir, I was 


1 ſaying as how young Madam had been 
with you; and to be ſure, ſhe is the 


ie. 1 ſweeteſt Creature that Eyes ever be- 
beld.— But harkee, Friend, you muſt 


not give your Tongue too much Liber- 
XZ ty. The Lady came to me about par- 
ticularBuſineſs, —I would not have you, 
or my Dame here, take any Notice 


chat I have ſeen her—Her Family, in 


particular, muſt know nothing of the 
Matter. — Remember, I charge you to 
be ſecret. —The plump Soul, my Land- 
lady, was all agog at this Prohibition; 
promiſed fair what ſhe never meant 
to perform. Tom's Diſcretion is no 
more to be rely'd on.— Before Night, I 
doubt not the whole Village was, with. 
Injunctions of  Secreſy, let into the 
important. Secret.—A ſad Thing, 

B 6 Women. 


| 
| 
7 
| 
* 
lt. 
| 
| 
if 


36 The Wonan of Fagnros.. 

Women ſhould be ſuch Blabs.— The 
next and following Evenings—Ma- 
dam's Viſits were renew'd, and with- 
out her Argus, who had fortunately 
taken Cold with her Evening Rambles. 
I was at Home, Mine Hoſteſs, as be- 


fore, ſent out of the Way; but, by Tew's 


Management, always return'd at the 
very Moment I wiſhed ;- That is to ſay, 
Time enough to ſee the fair One depart 
By this Means, our Intimacy was no 
longer doubted— The Way thus paved 
for my grand Project, it was Time to 
put it in Execution, Thou knowelt 
my Dexterity at imitating almoſt any 
Hand- writing. Nature, who gave me 
ſtrong Paſſions, without a ſufficient For- 
tune to gratify them, ſeems to have be- 
ſtowed that Talent en me, ir Caſe of 
Neceſſity. I made, however, an allow · 
able Uſe of it on this Oceaſion— That 
Puppy of a Lord—No Foal neither, 

| to 
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do give the Devil his Due - wrote to me, 
you may remember] little thought, 
nat the Time, his inſignificant Letter 
would, by the Aſſiſtance of my fertile 
2 Genius, be ſo ſerviceable to me- But 

dis is the Uſe I made of it—Imitat- 
ing his Hand ſo Jcxattly, that I defy 
even himſelf to know it from his own, 
I wrote, as follows, to my Charmer. 
Charmer Aye, Charmer Jack. By: 
my Soul, ſbe's a lovely Creature. But 
do the Letter — Read, and pay me the 


Tribute of juſt Admiration. 


*To HEZNMIIIZ TTA. 


« I am in Extaſy, lovely Henrietta. 
Heaven has crown'd my Endeavours 
' with Succeſs, You are free, Madam; 
and I am the happieſt of Men. I re- 
ſerve the Particulars for a perſonal In- 
terview, to which Honour I hope ſoon' 


to 
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to be admitted, I write this from Hy 
Farm. It is neceſſary I ſhould ſee you, 
before 1 make my Appearance at the 
Hall. I have ſomething of the utmoſt 
Importance to communicate, and to 
conſult you upon—1I muſt receive your 
Inſtructions, in what manner I am to 
proceed; and this I muſt know, be- 
fore I ſee any of your Family—I dare 
not truſt it to writing. Should my 
Letter miſcarry, or be intercepted, your 
Affairs, ſucceſsfully as they have hi- 
therto been managed, might, after all 
my Endeavours, be ruined by that one 
Indifcretian, Favour me thn, I be- 
ſeech you, with your Company for half 
an Hour at this Place, where I impa- 
tiently wait for that Honour—Your 
Family muſt, ſome Time longer, be 
ignorant of my Return—I may, per- 
haps, be obliged to take a ſecond 
Journey to Town, if you ſhould. ob- 
ject 
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| ject. to the Propoſals I have ventured 
to make in your Name. In that Caſe, 


lere is no Time to be loſt ; as Mr. 


= Groves is not informed of your En- 
gagement, I would avoid ſeeing him, 
till every Thing is agreeably ſettled, 
till J am at Liberty to vindicate ity 
ſeemingly ungrateful Conduct. Fa- 
vour me, amiable Henrietta, with a few 
Lines in anfwer to this. Inform me 
if I may expect the Honour of your 
Mgr 


Tam Madam, F 


Your molt devoted, 
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1 have Modeſty mani to > confeſs, 
that Williamſon had the principal Hand 
in compoſing this notable Epiſtle, ſince 
ſhe beſt knew the State of Affairs. 
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With this Letter, properly inſtructed, 
was Tom diſpatched to deliver it into 


her own Hands, to receive her Anſwer, 


Fc. Sc. Mean Time I diſcharged my 


Lodgings, a careleſs Fellow I am. In 


putting up. my Things, I forgot my 
Pocket · Book on the Table—The Rea» 


ſon you'll know in due Time. 1 had 


a Poſt· Chaiſe and bx in Readineſs near 


Hilly Farm, to which Place, with a 


beating Heart, I repaired. Confound- 
edly tedious to me did the Haurs ap- 
pear till the Return of my Meſſenger — 
I flew to meet him.—What News, 


Tom? Almoſt out of Breath—Read,. 
Sir, an Anſwer to your Wiſh, or I am 


much deceived. For the Lady bluſh'd 


ſo prettily, when ſhe read your's, and 


ſo liberally rewarded me for my Trou- 


ble, that I gueſs ſbe could ill refuſe 
any Requeſt of the imagined Writer. 


opened 


— While he ſpoke, I eagerly 


: 
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her Billet. The dear Creature was all: 
Gratitude—Would meet me without 
the leaſt Scruple at the Hour appointed. 
I was ready to embrace the Rogue, 
in the firſt Tranſports of my Joy— 
With violent Emotions I waited for 
the important Hour, that was to decide 
my Fate. It came, and with it the 
pretty, unſuſpecting Charmer. Out at 
the back Door I ſallied; Williamſan 
was already in the Chaiſe— The People 
of the Houſe were not proper Witneſ- 
ſes to the Scene that was to follow 
She accoſted the Landlady Jom haſten - 
ed to meet her, and delivered, this ſnort 
Note. 


Madam, N 
A wait for you in the Lane, med, 
the Bearer will conduct you. I fear'd: 
the People of the Houſe might have 
been impertineatly curious. The Af- 
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fair I expe& the Honour of talking to | 
upon you, demands the utmoſt Secrecy. 
Your's, 


DaznLy.” 


Without makir-gany Anſwer, ſhe ſol- 
lowed my Raſcal, who led her to his 
Raſcally Maſter, you'll perhaps ſay, if 
did not ſay it for you What follow- , 
ed is paſt De ſcription We took Care, 
however, to prevent her making a 
Noiſe.—But the Anguiſh of her Looks! 
Streaming Eyes, raiſed to that Heaven 
ſhe addrefled in vain! Hands claſped 
in a ſupplicating Attitude Then the 
moſt violent Struggles to free herſelf 
from my Arms — Silly Soul ! what was 
ſhe afraid of? many a dear Creature 
would have been glad to have been in 
her Place—lI forcibly lifted her into 
the Chaiſe—Away it drove like the 
Devil. Lom was left behind, that he 
might 
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might at a proper Time, give a full 
particular, and no leſs true Account of 
what had happened. 


So ended the firſt Part of my Scheme 
Ahe ſecond is not poſitively deter- 
mined—A Wife or no Wife, is the 
Queſtion—She is ſecurely in-my Power, 
remember; at my ſovereign Diſpoſal— 
At firſt, ſhe was all Submiſſion ; Tears, 
ſuing, kneeling, entreating z but now 
the pretty Fool takes State upon her, 
forſooth—O dear! O dear! it well be- 


comes her to be ſure, ſituated as ſhe 


is, her Fate depending on my imperial 
Nod. Pretty Treatment, but ſhe had 
better change it Was I not her firſt 
Love? Is ſhe: not mine by the moſt 
ſolemn Engagement? If ſhe makes 
light of a Promiſe ſo ſacred,” with all 
her Pretences to Piety, what can ſhe 


| * of me, who make no ſuch Pre: 


tenſion ? 
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tenſion ? She will die ſooner than be- 
come the Wife of ſuch a Wretch, ſhe 
fays. My Behaviour. has cancelled all: 
her Obligations. From her Heart, ſne 
deteſts me as a Monſter Very civil 
by my Soul. She will not be my Wife 
—Harkee, pretty one, I know not if 
you will ever be admitted to that Ho- 
nour.—On my Part every Thing has 
hitherto been decent and reſpectful.— 
How long it may continue fo, depends 
a good deal on herſelf—Let her be- 
ware of trying my Patience too far. I 
have Pride—Love—Revenge—at my 


Heart, Who knows what may be- 


the Conſequence—H/!/iamſon conde» 
ſcended to offer her Attendance on the 
little Obſtinate, and was haughtily re- 
fuſed. —Bur where the Duce are you, all 
this. Time, you aſk. — In London, 
Zack ; conveniently lodged in an ob- 
ſcure Part of the Town, where I ſhall. 

remain 
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- remain till ſhe liſtens to EY 


he rh gl 
all: 4 | | 
ne Ill do you a Fm In Fi! 
il” WF — Duce take the perverſe wilfub little 
ite FF Gipſy, the plagues me to Death. But 
if 17 ll cure her, Fit warrant you. Gen- 
o- tleneſs wont do, 1 find —Adieu—1 
as MF haſten to her Apartment. 
Is. | I 4 Your's, 
= | 
r | Ft In G. Opn1an, 
» J LETTER XXXII. 

L . To. Captain Gon ne 


OY! Joy ! moſt noble Catlin? 
A Miſtreſs to give her Lover Joy of 
a Wife ! pretty extraordi inary, it muſt 


be owned; yet, had your Inconſtancy 
offended 
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offended me, I could not have wiſhed 
you a greater Puniſhment. —But there's 


nothing of this in the Caſe z our Love 


may be defined the Love of Pleaſure. 
While you contribute to mine, you will 
be dear to me. No longer, Captain, 
remember that—I adore you for your 
Addreſs in this Affair. I was begin- 
ning to doubt your Pretenſions to my 
Favour, but you have now clearly 
made out your Title. A clever Fel- 
low, like you, juſtifies the Diſtinction 
I honour him with. Harkee, Obrian, 
don't be jealous. — But this Rival of 
your's, this Lord Darzly, is an amazing 
pretty Youth, I am half inclined to 
inliſt him in the Number of my Slaves. 
There is a Kind of Vacancy; for I am 
miſtaken, if your ſullen fair One does 
not, for ſome Time, find you ſufficient 
Employment—'Tis a ſweet little Ruſ- 

tics 
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tic, to do her Juſtice—I owe her a 


good Turn, for daring to diſpute with 
me the Prize of Beauty. Her Swain 


ſhall revenge my Quarrel—Thattheſoft 
Souls love each other, I take for grant- 


ed. Paris decided in Favour of Venus. 
Her Youth is more lovely than Paris; 
and I much more reſemble that Laugh- 
ter- loving Damethanher, in everyThing 
but—I was going to ſay—Beauty — 
Violently humble, methinks—If ſhe is 
more regularly handſome, my Graces 
ſupply that Detect. —O *twould be a 
joyous Vengeance to rob her of his 
Heart, after giving her a Hufband 
like thee. But you ſtand doubtful, 
ſhuddering on the Brink of that Pre- 
cipice, Matrimony, No Wonder, *ti 
literally a Lover's Leap. For what ſo 
effetually deſtroys that Paſſion ? What 
do I adviſe ? You aſk,—Ah ! Lord— 
| , Why 
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Why really Captain, I don't know what 
to adviſe; you will, I fear, make bot 
a fo ſo Figure, as that domeſtic An- 


nimal, a Huſband. I won't anſwer for N 


my Conſtancy -I loved you, as the 
gay, roving, ſpirited Obrian, But how 


'1 ſhall ſtand affected towards Benedikk 


the married Man, is not quite ſo clear. 
— Yet, if you do not marry her, let me 
aſk, in my Turn, how, honeſt Friend, 
do you propoſe to come at her For- 
tune? And that at leaſt, if not a Wife, 
is the one Thing needful—You imagine, 
perhaps, that, even as a Miſtreſs, ſhe 
will mare it with you—No doubt, ſhe 
ought, in Gratitude for the Favour— 
Ah! no Dependance on that; or you 
Nand but a poor Chance, I can tell you 
I think you may as well marry her, 
to ſave Trouble; though, to ſay Truth, 
I ſhould be glad to have her imperious 
Virtue humbled. —So ſhe gives herſelf 
; violent 
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violent Airs! does ſhe ?—Thoſe ro- 


t out, 
but Difficulties enhance the Value of 
Conqueſt z a Truth, generally con- 
feſs' d, yet but little attended to by us. 


The Triſte ance gain d, like a Boy - at 
bis Play 
Soon the Wanton grows Weary and 
flings it away. 


Ah! no more of your violent Profeſ- 
ſions of Admiration at my Wit, la- 
vention, Fc. Sc. It looks, as if you 
thought it, poſſible to refuſe doing me 
that Juſtice—Admiration I take for 
granted, I know myſelf intitled to ĩt. 
No need of Aſſurances of that Natute 
— Les, I think 1 gave you ſome 
ſhrewd Hints, and moſt ſucceſsfully 
kept your Rival at Bay- What now, 
Jolm *—Lord Daray, and pleaſe your 

Vol. II. C La'ſbip. 
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La'ſhip.—Ah! nobody ſtands a bet- 
ter Chance of pleaſing my La'ſhip; 
admit him, Jobn.— ! attend his Lord- 
ſhip in a few Moments—I gueſs what 
has brought the dear. Creature here. 
He has heard from Booby- Hall, I ſup- 
poſe.—I ſhall find ſome Difficulty to 
clear myſelf.— No Way but to throw 
all the Blame on you— Vile Wretch 
as you are, to have ſo cruelly deceived 
me with your. dying Uncle, when 
our Marriage was juſt on the Point of 
being concluded too! ha! ha! ha! 
—I think I ſee his fine oval Face 
lengthened out of all Proportion with 
Amazement, his lovely Eyes ſpark - 
ling with Rage, or ſadden'd into pen - 
ſive Langour, at his diſappointed 
Love—l enter.—He approaches me, 
and, with his uſual Earneſtneſs of Ex- 
' preſſion, when his Heart dictates the 
Subject, raves at his perfidious fair 
— 4 | - One; 
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One; vows Vengeance againſt thee, 
noble Captain, his too ſucceſsful Rival 
I heſitating, aſk an Explanation. 


He attempts one, in incoherent bro- 
ken Words—Down ſinks my Lady- 


ſhip fainting, expiring, "Jing at your 
Inconſtancy.— He flys to my Aſſiſt- 
ance—as I now do with Extacy to 
meet him.—Once more don't be jea- 
lous, George ; but Pll take my Death, 
he's an amazing pretty Fellow — 
Adieu. | | 
e Tour 
Dita D. 
LETTER XXXIII. 
T0 Joun Banks, e, 
THE RE is no managing this Girl, 
Fack. Threats, Vows, Prayers 


— nothing will do—Love for another 
| ' *3 has 
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has "Reel'd her perverſe Heart againſt 
me. Is it to be borne? whom is it 
that ſhe dares to dares to deſpiſe? a 
Fellow of my Appearance! ſo accuſ- 
tom'd to Favour !—-By my Soul 1 
can't bear it—I will be revenged 
dreadfully revenged, if ſhe does not 
timely change her Condu@t.—1I love 
her not well enough, to ſtop at any 
thing to -gratify my juſt Reſentment. 
Juſt, I ſay; for is ſhe not mine, per- 
jured Girl as ſhe ſtrives to be, by the 
moſt ſolemn Ties? Did I entertain a 
Paſſion for her indeed, I might play 
the Hypocrite, and endeavour by thoſe 
Arts, which I have ever found ſucceſs- 
ful, to move her in my Favour ; but, 


ſpite of her ChHatms, tio'Paſſion do 1 


feel but thoſe of Pride and Reſent- 
ment.— ou know not how inſolentiy 


the treats me. Faw inconſider- 
6 E | ate, 
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ate, little Gipſy ! How dares ſhe thus 
excite me to Vengeance 


I would know thy Opinion Jack, 
by what Means I may beſt effect it, 
whether by Marriage, or a leſs honour- 
able Conneftion—A little Force will 
accompliſh either. I think, however, 
by the former I ſhall be more ſecurely. 
Maſter of her Fortune. By the laſt, 
I may not ſo eaſily get Poſſeſſion of it 
— But then a Wife !—Yet, as I ſhall 
manage the Matter, ſhe will not prove 
any violent Incumbrance. Once ſe- 
cure of the tempting Bait that firſt | 
allured me, and farewel to my honeſt 
Helpmate, I ſhall leave her to her 
own Devices; while I, not the leaſt 
reſtrained by my Fetters, purſue mine, 

I ſhall be more than ever at Liberty. 

—Adieu to military Slavery, I ſell. 

or throw up my Commiſſion, and 
C 3 away 


7 
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away the Lord knows, where. Per- 
haps, a Trip to Paris. Maſter of ſuch 
a Fortune as I ſhall then be, no fear 
of a good Reception wherever I fix 


my Reſidence. My Heart exults at 
the joyous Proſpect. By Jupiter, I'll 
ſhow away then for Conqueſt, Love, 


and Gaicty.— Tis fixt, your Advice 


is needleſs, it muſt be ſo. Who 


would boggle at a fooliſh Ceremony ? 


—*Twill ſoon be over, and then—TI 
am all Extacy at the Thought—1'll 


about it inſtantly. — A curſed Life 
have I led—an Age of precious Time 
murder'd. Almoſt as much a Priſon- 
er as my little Vixen. No' truſting 
her, even to the vigilant Williamſon ; 
vigilant for her own Intereſt more than 
mine. We have had a confounded 
Quarrel ; *tis the Devil to have a caſt- 
off Miſtreſs thrown upon one's Hands. 
[And then the Gipſy, knowing I am 
under 


— yz By 
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under a Neceſlity to keep fair with her, 
is as inſolent as ſhe uſed to be in the 
Days of her Power—Plague on the 
Jade; would ſhe have a Man love her, 
in ſpite of Nature and Satiety. Her 
Fondneſs is ſurfeiting. Then ſhe takes 
upon her to be jealous, forſooth ; 
threatens Vengeance, if I do not ſa- 
crifice to her my adorable Widow— 
I'll fee her d——d firſt, and fo I told 
her; ſhe raved—I threaten'd—till, 
ſtunned with the worſt of all Noiſe, 
the Tongue of a Scold, I took Shelter 
in my Apartment.—But I-muſt now 
condeſcend to ſooth her into good Hu- 
mour again—No doing without her, 
at this critical Juncture. My Purpoſe 
ſerved, and ſhe may go to the Devil 
for me. I'll ſend for her immediately. 
A Judas Kiſs or two, a ſew Careſſes, 
and the fond Fool is again my humble 
Servant. The ſoft Soul loves me to 
C 4 Diſ- 
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Diſtraction— Women are the mereft 
Turtles for Conſtancy. No curing them, 
behave as one will, of that troubleſome 
Foible—Here, Tom, tell Mrs. Villiam- 
. ſon I beg the Favour of her Company. 
The Duce is in it, if that is not com- 
pliaſant enough—I ſhall be murder'd 
with her Fondneſs; her grateful Fond- 
neſs, for my deigning to make the firſt 
Advances towards a Reconciliation— 
Not often without weighty Reaſons, 
do I ſtoop to it even with her Betters 
—0 here ſhe comes. 


In Continuaticn. 


Every thing is ſettled, J am going 
for a Licence and Parſon—Ah | Lord 
—- ſhould I not add, a Halter too? to 
put a finiſhing Stroke to the Tragedy. 
— Marriage and hanging, they ſay, 

go br Deftiny--Confounded Nooſes 
both, 
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both. Tis not the firſt Time I have 
been in Danger of the latter—Ah!_ 
Jack, the former is now inevitable 
There may be ſome Difficulty to get 
this precious Licence the Girl undes 
Age — no Conſent from Papa. But 
is there not ſuch a Thing as a ſpecial 
Licence ?—a ſpecial good one do they 
mean ?—It muſt be ſo, if it anſwers 
my Purpoſe — I know very little of 
thoſe Affairs. But, ſhould. every 
thing elſe fail, a Jaunt to Scotland will 
at any Time do my Buſineſs—Adiev, 
I am all Impatience, and for what ?— 
Could you believe it, Jack? to be 
married. Miracles are not ceaſed. 


Yout's 


8. OnRlAx. 
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LETTER XXXIV. 
To Miſs BRUDNELL. 


AKE yourſelf perfectly eaſy, 

Brudnell, not a Soul ſuſpects the 
real Cauſe of your Country Jaunt ;. 
that's ſaying enough, to ſatisfy you in 
regard to that Aﬀair, Now for my 
| Own, tho” I have hardly Time to en- 
ter upon it—No Creature alive has fo 
much Buſineſs on her Hands. Thank 
Heaven, that Buſineſs is Pleaſure. I 
am perfectly fatigued with it—But I 
Real a few Moments from my nume- 
rous Engagements, my ſighing Swains, 
to talk to you of my new Paſſion.— 
Ah! Brudnell, I love at laſt, in down 
right ſober Sadneſs, the dear be- 
witching Darnly.—I told you in my 
laſt he was gone to, almoſt diſ- 
tracted ſor the Loſs of his deceitful In- 


conſtant 
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conſtant—How the charming Fellow 
raved at our artful ſeducing Sex! even 
in my Preſence rave at them !—He 
had, however, the Complaiſance to 
make Exceptions, and delicately con- 
dole with me on the Perfidy of my 
Lover. The Reſemblance of our Fate 
ſeem'd to endear me to him. I, you 
may believe, made the moſt of his fa- 
vourable Sentiments, and endeavour'd, 
with the moſt infinuating 'Tenderneſs 
both of Looks and Expreſſion, to con- 
ſole him—He has great Senſibility.— 
The Careſſes of a fine Woman, could 
not fail to make ſome Impreſſion on 
him, determined as he was by his re- 
cent Diſappointment, to ſteel his 
Heart againſt our Allurements. He 
is juſt entering into Life, artleſs and 
ſincere; all his Paſſions awake, un- 
pall'd by Satiety; his Temper warm, 
ardent in his Attachments, and no 


C 6 leſs 
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leſs violent in his Refentments = 
Charming Youth! What would I give 
to have him under my Tuition? Who 


ſo capable of introducing or giving 


him a right Knowledge of Life? I en- 


deavoured to cukivate an Intimacy. 
He ſeems pleaſed with my Company, 
no wonder. His Vanity—we have all 
- a competent Share of that—muſt be 
flattered, by having a fine Woman, a 
Woman of Quality, one too, whom it 
is the Faſhion to admire, thus to diſ- 
tinguiſn him.—Could I but give him 
a Taſte for Pleaſure! But the dear 
Soul has had fuch Care taken of his 
Education, ſuch violent Pains to in- 
fill good Morals, that poſitively I 
half. deſpair.— Marriage is out of the 
Queſtion. I too well know the Joys 
of Freedom, to part with that high- 
prized Bleſfing. | 


Not 
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Not a Word of poor Obrian all this 
Time, you cry—No, my Dear, not 
one; nor a Thought neither, till this 
Inftant. Yet to do Juſtice, he was 
once—nay, is ſtil} for that Matter, a 
charming Fellow— Thy Friend has a 
capacious Heart; one Object, be he 
ever ſo perfect, will never wholly en- 
groſs it. But the Creature is now ſo 
continually taken up with his precious 
Intended, that I have not ſeen him this 
Age.—When I do—why then, Child, 
tis a thouſand to one, whether he will 
be in Favour or not; juſt as the Whim 
takes me—mean Time no Inconftancy 
on his Part. I was never born to be 
forſaken. It has ever been my Rule, to 
watch the Crifis of my Lover's Paſſion. 
When I found it on the Decline, 
1 have ever taken the Start of bim, 
and ſeem' d the firſt to change. | 


But 
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But about this Obrian, he is at laſt 
determined on no leſs than Matrimony ; 
his Deary's Fortune, as ſoon as he be- 
comes Maſter of it, to- be laid at my 
Ladyſhip's Feet. He talks of a Tour 
to Paris immediately after his Nup- 
tials ; hates Ceremony; will leave, 
therefore, his Helpmate to receive the 
Congratulations of his Friends on the 
happy Occaſion—The Creature is very 
eloquent with me, to take that Trip 
ſome Weeks before him. *Tis what 


vou know, I have for ſome Time 


talk'd of ; 1 ſhould not a Moment 
heſitate to oblige him, could I prevail 
on a certain Perſon to be my Com- 
panion. You, Brudnell, I depend on 
as one of the Party. But the charm- 
ing Darnly ! how ſhall I carry that 
Point — He return'd from *** laſt 
Tueſday. Some Buſineſs in regard to 


his 
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his late Uncle's Eſtate to ſettle ; then 
he determines, as he very gravely. told 
me, to quit the gay World, and in 
Retirement, by the Aſſiſtance of Rea- 
ſon and Philoſophy, endeavour. the 
Conqueſt of his unhappy, ill-placed 
Paſſion.—The dear Wretch ! does he 
think at his Time of Life, this wiſe - 
Scheme will long predominate.—T ral- 
lied him unmercifully. He wants not 
Spirit to retort it.— But on ſo grave a 
Subjet—How could I treat his Mis- 
fortune with ſo much Levity ? Had I 
too ſo ſoon forgot what, at the Time, 
ſeem'd ſo deeply vo afflict me ?—Hea- 
vens! my Lord, 'tis an Ape fince 
"then. If it afflicted me deeply, it 
could not, for that very Reaſon, be 
laſting—Beſides, the very Thoughts of 
what cauſed my Grief, cured i.— For 
could I—ought I, to regret the Loſs 
of one, who had proved himſelf ſo un; 

. __ worthy 
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worthy of my Favour. —Ah ! would 1 
could Reaſon fo juſtly ! ſigh'd he; or 
rather, would to Heaven thoſe Rea- 
ſons could conquer my unhappy Paſ- 
- fion ! But there is no Cure for a Love 
like mine.—Oh ! Madam, you know 
not, at leaſt you could not feel, the 
Power that deceitful Charmer has over 
the Heart, Such Sweetneſs, ſuch mo- 
deſt, ſuch inſinuating Graces—But I 
will drive her from my Thoughts—Do, 
my Lord, cry'd I, ſmiling. Thoſe high 
Encomiums of another's Beauty, is not 
the moſt grateful Subject to entertain 
a fine Woman with.—Beſfides, the Re- 
membrance of her puts me out of 
Conceis with my Sex—It humbles me 
A am not accuſtom'd to be humbled 
— Far be it from me, Madam, ſaid 
he, to judge of the whole by one 
faulty fair One ; I hope I ſhall ever 
know how to make a proper Diſtincti- 
on, 


N 
| 
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on. He took my Hand—lrreſiſtible 
Fellow! every Thing he does or ſays, 
is with a Grace that beggars all De- 


ſcription, 


O! did I tell you, Mr. Groves came 
to Town with him? his Mentor as he 
calls him.— His worſhipful Family 
have given over their fruitleſs Search 
after the fair Runaway,—He, Groves 
I mean—Don Quixoted as far as Scot- 
land, it ſeems; in Purſuit of the recre- 
ant Knight and his Damſel; but re- 
turn'd as wiſe as he went, and almoſt 
get his Labour for his Pains.— Her 
Booby Father raves, - and 
vows an everlaſting Reſentment. If 
ſhe was ſtarving for a Morſel of Bread, 
as he elegantly expreſſes himſelf,” by 
the Lord Harry he would not relieve 
her. That he doubts not will be her 
F 18 and no more than ſhe richly de- 


ſerves, 
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ſerves, for her Undutifulneſs to fo fond 
a Parent, and flinging herſelf away, 
| as ſhe has done, on a Rake, a worth- 
leſs Libertine,—So threatens and bluſ- 
ters the noble Knight.—Her other 
Relations no leſs exaſperated; the new- 
made Gentlewoman, honeſt Cleopatra, 
ſicken'd upon it, forſooth; was in 
Danger from a Fever, into which 
Grief for her dear Henrie!!/a had 
thrown her; her Spouſe, honeſt Man, 
kept up the Farce, and was violently 
Woe-be-gone on the ' Occaſion — In 
ſhort, the once regular Family of the 
_ Bountifuls, is now one continued Scene 
of r and Confuſion. 


My mad Couſin in her romantic 
Way, writes me this Account, For 
her Part, ſhe ſees nothing extraor- 
dinary in the Adventure; and, to 
prove that it is not, quotes from her 

favourite 
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favourite Authors two or three paral- 
lel Inſtances Inſtances, which you 
may believe I did not honour with a 
Peruſal. Lord help the ſimple Soul ! 
Did ſhe think 1 would waſte my preci- 
ous Time in, reading her Nonſenſe ?— 
That her enormous Packet might not, 
however, after all her Pains, be quite 
uſelcſs, I preſented' it to my Friſeur, 
and I do aſſure you, my Ringlets ſat 
quite. in the Arcadian Stile for a Week 
aſter, for ſo long did her Epiſtle ſerve- 
that honourable Purpoſe. —This puts 
me in mind of my Toilette, I ſhall, 
ſcarce have Time to compleat the La- 
bours of it before Dinner. I dine at 
Lady Spencer's ; then a hundred flying 
Viſits, then the Opera, then Lady 
Fitzpatrick's Rout, and dear enchaat- 
ing Quadrille till Midnight No Rea- 
ſon, after all this, to reproach myſelf, 
as ſome Roman Hero did, 1 forget 
3 


68 The Woman of Fasnon, 
who— with I have loft a Day Adieu. 
Dreſs demands my Preſence.— Attend 
all ye Graces— 

Yout 


Dix D— 


EET TER XXXY. 
To the SAME. 


NDONE, Brudnell ! abfolotely 

ruin'd. — The Duce take the 
Cards.—Loſt an Immenfity—all the 
Money I had about me, and a Debt 
of Honour too—only two hundred, 
Pounds, Child; a Trifle, to be fure, 
in the preſent Situation of my Affairs 
Hop it is to be diſcharged, Heaven 
knows. Were it to a male Creature 
indeed, the Difficulty would not be 
wo great q bur tis to that arrant Game- 
| ſter 
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ſter Lady Baſſet.— 1 thought how 
Matters would go, as ſoon as I ſaw 
the plump Soul ſquat herſelf down at 
our Table. I believe in my Con- 
ſcience, his: infernal Majeſty ſtood at 
her Elbow; for never did ſne get the 
Cards into her capacious Fiſt, but 'as 
fure did ſhe ſecure herſelf the Mata · 
dores — TWO fans prendre voles. I, 
unfortunate Creature, not one aſleing 
Hand, not once call'd. Do you think 
1 did not fret? Twould have tryd 
the Patience of Job. — Bab Sparks was 
of our Party. What a Comfort for 
him, that he was not like us poor 
Females, obliged to preſerve ſome De- 


corum in his Rage He ſwore moſt 
gloriouſiy.— That Confolation was de- 
nied me, I could only hiſper an R- 
men to his Curſes—I play'd deeper 
than 1 intended wn 
t 
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the Air of Triumph ſo viſible in her 
Ladyſhip How her naturally fiery 
Complexion glow'd! her Face fo 
plump! ſo ſhining! her wide Mouth 
primmed up, to prevent the broad 
Grin ſhe could hardly reſtrain, fo 
great was her Joy.—My Lips, on the 
contrary, trembling with Anger; my 
Cheeks pale as Death ; and Heart flut- 
tering, agitated between Hope and 
Fear at every new Deal.—At four 
the Aﬀembly broke up—I flung my- 
ſelf into my Chair, was carried Home 
dying with Vexation — Poor Bennett 
ſuffer'd, it was neceſſary to vent it on 
ſomebody, no matter who.— Went to 
Bed—cloſed not my Eyes the whole 
Night—roſe this Morning by twelve. 
What could I do ? Sleep, like modern 
Friends, forſook me in my Diſtreſs. - 


I am 
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I am fretful, peeviſh, and violently 
in the Vapours l have abſolutely been 
weeping.—Tears I have ever had at 
Command, but now they flow un- 
bidden— Had that Creature Obrian 
compleated his Project, I might have 
applied to him for Aſſiſtance z but the 
Wretch has-been obliged to delay it— 
no Licence to be got—lſets off, how- 
ever, To-morrow Morning for Scotland, 
with his Prize What ſhall I do? 
Ah! Lord Darnly below— Shall I fee 
him? Heavens] my Eyes are ſwell'd 


out of my Head—Yes, I will go. On 


a Heart like his, Tears will make more 
Impreſſion than the moſt ſeducing 
Smiles — Pity is the Forerunner of 
Love, and that the gentle Youth will 
pity I make no no doubt. — Who 
knows but this Viſit may anſwer more 
Purpoſes than one, I ſhould have no 
Scruple to be under Obligations to 

ans” 
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one of his generous Way of thinking— 
I know he will eſteem the Favour his, 
it will ſtrengthen our Intimacy. He 
will be more than ever affiduous, leſt 
he ſhould give me Room to think he 
lights me for my Condeſcenſion,—l 
perfectly underftand his Character 
Adieu then, I haſten to pay my Re- 


ſpects to the lovely Youth. 
In Continualion. 


|  Brudnell I am in Extacy Lord 
Darnly is an Angel—No more weeping 
and wailing—the generous Creature 
—Ah'! with what Delicacy, in how 
elegant a Manner, did he make me an 


Offer of his Services—Overcome with 


his eloquent Perſuafion, I confefs'd the 


Cauſe of my apparent Grief—Impru- 


dent 1 acknowledged myſelf—Gam- 
Ing was a Vice, forſooth, to which no 
Woman of Quality was leſs addicted 

hut 
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— But it was not always to be avoided, 
One would not chuſe to be ſingular— 
1 had, the preceding Evening, felt 
the Effects of want of Practice. I might 
attribute my Run of ill Luck more than 
any thing, to my want of Skill and At- 
tention.— I ſought only Amuſement, 
while others were actuated by the De. 
fire of Gain. — He commended my 
Sentiments, and as much condemn'd 
the mercenary Spirit of the laſt. He 
gently inſinuated its bad Effects. The 
Deſtroyer of Beauty, he calFd it The 


Baniſher of Wit, and Hardener of the 


Heart. Where it prevailed, no Paſſion 
but Avarice found a Place no Society, 
no Converſation, Friendſhip was for- 
got. Thoſe moral Truths came mend- 
ed from his Tongue. Yet I ſhould 
certainly have been tempted to yawn 
at the ſober Lecture, from any Lips but 
his. He was in Extacy at my conde- 

Vor. II. D ſcending 
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ſcending to become his Creditor—As I 
live, a Bank Note—I did not expect it 
theſe three Hours at ſooneſt. —Charm- 
ing expeditious Creature How his 
Obiigingneſs endears him to me!— 
What do I ſee? For three hundred 
Pounds, inſtead of the two I mention'd 
—— Generous Wretch! my Gratitude will 
undo me ſhould he take it into his 
Head Brudnell, I find I could deny 
him nothing. This is a moſt unlook'd 
for Reſource—Once more, dear Ha- 
zard, as you have often done, ſtand 
my Friend. This has been a lucky 
Day. Now is the Time to try my 
Fortune — Adieu, I'm on the Wing for 
another Party—Pray Heaven, that 
eternal Winner Lady Ba/eit may not be 
of the Sett.— My Chair waits. Your's 
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LETTER XXXVI. 
To Jon Banks, Eſq; 


URS E on the treacherous Sex! 

— Fool! Credulous blundering 
Fool that I was! to truſt a Woman 
Il too, who had ſo much Reaſon to 
know them.—I am ruined, Jack. 
That infernal Jade, Wilkamſon, has 
betray'd me—Malicious Devill—Who 
could have believed, after ſuch an ap- 
parent Reconciliation, ſhe harboured 
ſuch Malice in her Heart.—By' the 
Lord, I am almoſt diſtracted— She's 
gone, Jack Abſolutely gone —all my 
Hopes blaſted My fine ſpun Schemes 
come to nothing, after all the con- 
founded Expence and Trouble I have 
been at.— What ſhall I do?<No In- 
telligence to be had of their Rout,— 
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My Fellow, dreading my juſt Rage, 
has taken himſelf off too l ſee nothing 
left for me but to fire the Houſe about 
my Ears. Better burn than rot in a 
Gaol. That by the Lord, will ſoon 
be my Fate, if I do not recover the 
plaguy Runaway. — If I do— My 
Heart bounds at the joyous Thought. 
by my Soul, I'll take a glorious Re- 
venge - But which Way ſhall I ſteer my 
Courſe in Purſuit of them Do you 
think I ſhall not attempt it?—I write 
only while a Chaiſe is geting ready; 
and then I'll drive to the World's End, 
ere Þ Il return without her. My All 
depends on the Succeſs of this Expedi- 
tion. O! I could blow my Brains out 
for Vexation, that ever ſhe ſhould have 
eſcaped — What are they good for, 
ſince they have ſufferd me to be thus 
outwitted, and by a Couple of Girls 
too.— D- d d- d Sex—But how did 
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it happen, you cry.,—Don't aſk me, 
Fack, I have no Patience to anſwer. — 
I was out, if you muſt know, gone to 
ſettle Matters for a Jaunt to Scotland 
— This curſed Matrimony is attended 
with as many Difficulties, as if it was 
to coafer on one the greateſt Happineſs. 
While I was gone The Chaiſe is at 
the Door No Time forfarther Particu- 
lars illiamſon and I—no Novelty— 
had qurarell'd in the Morning Lou 
may gueſs the reſt— Adieu! Tis moſt 
likely they would go immediately to 
2. The little Vixen would, no doubt, 
be in Haſte to put herſelf under the 
Protection of her Friends. Ways and 
Meaus may yet be found to get her once 
more into my Power; and if I do, by 
Jove—But I loſe Time — Lour's 


G. OBxIan. 
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LETTER XXXVII. 
To Mrs, PEeIRCY 


O Sephia!—O my Friend |! — How 
ſhall I ind Words to expreſs my 
Joy ! I lay down my Pen—Once more 
let me pour forth my Gratitude to 
Heaven, for my providential Eſcape. 


I am almoſt wild with Tranſport 
hardly can Icompoſe myſelf ehough, to 
give you the Particularsof this fortunate 
Event. O!] may it be deeply engraved 
on my Memory! May my whole future 
Life be one continual Act of Thank- 
fulneſs and Obedience to that gracious 
Heaven, who ſecur'd me in Diſtreſs, 
who guarded my defenceleſs Innocence 
from Violence, when in the Power of 
a Villain, who ſtops at nothing to gra- 
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tify his lawleſs Paſſions.I check the 
Overflowing of my Joy, to attempt a 
more diſtin Account of my unexpect- 
ed Eſcape I encloſe a particular Detail 
of all that has happen'd to me, fince 
the Day I was fatally betray'd into his 
Power; the Writingof which, employ- 
ed my ſadly melancholy Hours during 
my unhappy Confinement.—I reſume 


my Journal. 


Laſt Night the vile Man deſired my 
Company in the Dining-Room. T had 
been, and till was greatly indiſpoſed; 
but made Shift, however, to obey a - 
Summons I durſt not refuſe. He roſe 
from his Seat on my Entrance, and 
attempting to take my Hand, I have 
at laſt, Madam, ſaid he, determined, in 
ſpite of the Provocation you have given 
for a leſs favourable Treatment, to 
make you honourably mine.” Avow- .. 
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edly inconſtant as you are; perjured too, 


as you wiſh to be, little do you deſerve 


this Generoſity: But 'tis my Misfor- 
tune ta love you too well. My Behaviour 
has given convincing Proofs, not only 
ofthe Fervour, but Purity of my Paſſion, 
—Thavenotattempredto abuſe my Pow- 
er. Hitherto you have had nothing to re- 
proach me with. I was determined tobe 
ſilent, ſince I knew by Experience, how 
little Effect any thing Icould ſay, would 
have on a Heart ſo obdurate as his.— 
He proceeded—To-morrow Morning, 
Madam, I propoſe a Journey to Scot- 
land—'Tis there alone we can ſafely 
accompliſh our Union. I expect a rea- 
dy Compliance, and your Company 
there without Reſiſtance; for believe 
me, ſtruggling or Reſiſtance will anſwer 
no Purpoſe, but to exaſperate me. 
Mine you ſhall poſitively be, one Way 
or other] leave it to your Choice to 
be honourably ſo, or elſe take the 
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Conſequence of your obſtinate Per- 
verſeneſs—fuch generous Terms may 
not always be your offer— I wait for 
your Anſwer, Madam, continued he. 
Tell me what am I to hope for?—For 
nothing, cry'd I, weeping—never will 
I give Hopes which I mean not to ful- 
fil—Is this your final Anſwer; ſaid he, 
ring with a Look that terfified me 
Ah! Sir, caſting myſelf at his Feet, 
ſpare me; pity me! I know I am in 
your Power, but be generong—Hea- 
ven will reward your Goodneſs. — 
That I am not fo clear in, ſaid he; but 
you ſhall, which will do as well. He 
caught me in his Arms—Once more 
will you be honourably mine, cry'd he 
—or will you—-He preſſed me cloſer 
to his Breaſt, his Eyes ſparkling with 
odious Paſſion. —I ſtruggled to diſen- 
gage myſelf. Spare me! pity me 
— I. O! Sir, harden not your 
+ bs Heart 
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Heart againſt me.—1 will not, ſaid he, 
ſnatching my Hand, and putting it to 
his Lips. *Tis at this Moment all Love 
and Softneſs. But if you continue to 
refuſe my offer'd Love, I will not an- 
ſwer for myſelf. —I cannot, I never 
will be your's, cry'd I, but take my 
Life, my Fortune. Little value do I 
now ſet on either. Yet once more, 
ſaid he, I warn you not to carry your 
unjuſt Obſtinacy roo far.—I renew my 
Propoſal—confent—chearfully conſent, 
to be honourably mine, or take the 
Conſequence. I give you till To mor- 
row Morning to conſider of it—Prepare 


by that Time, either to accompany me 


without Reſiſtance in my Journey, or a 


leſs honourable Fate awaits. You ſhall 
find me, Madam, a Man of my Word, 


tho* you have ſhown ſo little Regard 
even to the moſt ſacred Oath.—I ſee, 
ſaid I, my Tears, my Prayers, are 

J vain; 
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vain; but I truſt, Heaven will yet. 
timely deliver me from your Power.— 
You upbraid me with my Breach of Faith 
—Ah! have you not practiſed a thou- 


ſand Falſhoods to betray me ?—T look 
upon myſelf indeed, ſo far bound by my 


raſh, my imprudent Engagement, as 
not to be at Liberty, without your Con- 
ſent, to marry another.— I ſubmit to 
that—But to become your Wife— 
Good Heavens! The Wife of one fo 
depraved, ſo loſt to Virtue—No, I 
would die firſt, Life is ſweer, ſaid he, 
with a malicious Smile. We ſhall fee 
how my little Heroine will acquit her- 
ſelf, when put to the Trial--I go, 
Madam, added he, to prepare for our 
Expedition. I expect to find you more 
complying, after you have duly conſi- 


der'd the Conſequence of a different 


Conduct. So ſaying he left me. 
D 6 You 
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Lou may more eaſily imagine than 
I can deſcribe, the Miſery of my Situa- 
tion. I cait myſelf into a Chair, almoſt 
drown'd in Teats.—ln a few Moments 
after, I was alarm'd with a violent Noiſe 
in the adjoining Room. I approach'd, 
in order to learn the Cauſe, and ſoon 
diſtinguiſh'd _ Williamſon's Voice rail- 
ed to an uncommon Pitch. The Cap- 
rain—for I found it was to him her 
wrathful Reproaches were directed 
anſwer'd with equal Bitterneſs, but 
rather-in a lower Key, regarding ſome 
Decorum in his Rage The Subject of 
their Quarrel Ieould not diſtinctly hear; 
it laſted near half an Hour. Then the 
Door open'd, and one of them went 
out; Mr. Obrian, as I found, for 
Williamſon ſoon after enter'd the Din- 
ing · Room. 


Little 


The Won Av of FasHtou. 84 


Little expecting ſuch a Viſitor (ſhe 
had never ſince the firſt two or three 
Days of my Confinement ventured to 
approach me, I peremptorly inſiſted 
that ſhe ſhould not could not bear 
her in my Sight, when my Senſes were 
compoſed enough to fee] the Horror of 
my Situation) —I was ſhock'd at her 
Preſence—Good Heavens! What now, 
cry'd I, and was hurrying towards the 
Door.—Stay Madam, faid ſhe, I come 
to make all the Atonement in my 
Power, for the Wrongs have done you. 
Hear me with Patience.— I come to 
deliver you from a Villain; for ſuch— 
and ſhe burſt into Tears—he bas 
proved himſelf to me as well as you.— 


Bot 1 will now be amply revenged— 


Dare you truſt me, Madam? Can you 
forgive what's paſt? Free me from 
this bated Place, cry'd I, in a Tranſ- 


port 
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port of Joy, and I not only pardon 
you, but will gratefully reward the 
important Service, —Make your own 
Terms — What was to have been the 
Price of your Iniquity ? For I cannot 
believe, you would ſerve your villain- 
ous Accomplice for nothing—Name 
the Sum, and depend on a+ more cer- 
tain Payment of it from me, than ever 
you had Reaſon to expect, had your vile 
Scheme even proved ſucceſsful. —She 
began to make Apology for her Con- 
duct; laid the Blame on a Paſſion, 
which had led her on from one Viceto 
another; her Diſpoſition was not natu- 
rally bad, but early had it been deprav- 
ed by one, whom nothing but the 
Treatment ſhe had received, and long 
borne from him, could have driven 
from her Heart—I interrupted her 
Let us forget what is paſt, cry'd I, ſin- 
cere Penitence may atone for it. There 
| 18 
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is no Time to be loſt. —Haſten good. 
Williamſon, ere your juſt Reſentment 
ſubſides — Haſten my Deliverance, 


Heaven will reward the generous Deed, 


To deliver you, Madam, is not 
enough, ſaid ſhe—I would, make you 
free in all Things; your Engagement is 
yet in force, till ] reſtore you the fatal 
Paper, the Cauſe of ſo much Miſchief, 
I know where it is, I have a Key that 
will open his Deſk. Depend on my 
Promiſe, Madam. I have ſo long been 
unfaichful, that you might juſtly doubt 
me; but now Reyenge, if nothing elſe, 
will make me your Friend—lT will im- 
mediately give Orders for our Flight, 
and will likewiſe take effectual Mea- 
ſures to prevent a Purſuit—There is 
no fear of Interruption from your Lover 
for ſome Hours. His Servant too I 


can diſpoſe of.— He will have no Suſ- 
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picion, nor ever diſputes my Orders.— 


Be under no Apprehenſions then, my 


Plan is already concerted. —Yes, I will 


be revenged on the Inconſtant for-my 
llighted Love. He knows not what I 
am capableof. He will toolate repent his 
Imprudence, when a little Deſſimula- 
tion—And who ſo expert at Hypocriſy 
— Bur he depended on my Weakneſs— 
He ſhall find to his Coſt, I am no lon- 
ger the fond Fool I have been. 


Think what muſt be my Tranſports, 
dear Sophia, at this unlook'd for Event. 
In leſs than an Hour Williamſon re- 
turned; deliver'd into my Hands the 
fatal Bond, which I immediately com- 


mitted to the Flames—then haſtened to 


the Chaiſe which waited at the Door. 
Away we drove, never Creature was 
fo happy as your Henrietta We ſtopp'd 
not till we arrived at B. where Williamſon 

ä ſoon 
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ſoon procured Lodgings; and . here 
ſhe adviſes me to ſtay ſome Days, as 
well to recover my Fatigue, and the. 
Indiſpoſition -that ſtill hangs upon me, 
as to receive an Anſwer from my dear 
Friends, I wiſh indeed, to clear up my 


{to Appearance faulty] Conduct, be- 
fore we meet, that our Happineſs may 


have no Alloy; and I agree the more 
readily to her Propoſal, as ſhe aſſures 
me there is almoſt an Impoſſibility of 
our being purſued z and if we ſhould,. 
this obſcure Village is no likely Place 
to be ſuſpected for our Aſylum. 


I aſk'd how ſhe could be fo certain 
he would not purſue us. O Madam, 
let me alone for that, ſaid ſhe ; I had 
need to have all my Wits about me, 
when I ventured to releaſe you from 
his Power, Dreadful muſt have been 
the Conſequence, had I been detected 
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go The Woman of FaSmion, 
in thus betraying my Truſt.—I deter- 
min'd therefore, to leave as little as 
poſſible to Chance, and took proper 
Precautions for my Security. You 
know, Madam, the Captain is over 
Head and Ears in Debt; nothing but 
his expected Marriage with you, could 
ſo long have pacified his Creditors. 
Now I ſent his own Servant with a 
Letter to his principal one, as well to 
get the Fellow out of the Way, as to 
ſecure his Maſter. —In the Letter I 
told Mr, , that his Marriage 
Scheme was intirely fruſtrated ; that 
in a few Hours his noble Debtor was 
going, like a Man of Honour, to take 
himſelf out of the Way. I adviſed 
him therefore, to ſeize his Perſon 
while in his Power. If he would ſend 
proper People to watch near his Lodg- 
ings, he would be convinced this Ad- 
vice came from one, who wiſh'd to do 
a him 
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him Service.—Let me alone for In- 
vention, continued ſne.—In Reality, ſhe 
has a Head but too well turn'd for 
that. Now, my beloved Friends, 
haſten, 1 beſeech you, to take the late 
unhappy—but now joyful, Henrietta, 
once more under your ProteC&tivn,— 
Experience, fatal Experience, has 
taught me Wiſdom ; never more ſhall 
you have Cauſe to complain of my 


Credulity, of my Imprudence. 


I have wrote to my honour'd Fa- 
ther, I hope he too will be indulgent 
to my Faults.-I had much more to 
ſay, but muſt defer it till I have the 
eagerly wilh'd for Pleaſure of em- 
bracing you—Oh ! with what Tranſ- 
port do 1 look forward to that happy 
Hour !—Perhaps my Uncle will have 
the Goodneſs to meet me here. I ſhould 
be rejoiced to have him for my Guide 

to 


92 The Woman of FASHION, 


to his hoſpitable Manſion, —l ſhall be- " 
gin my Journey the Moment I receive C 
your Anſwer, if my Illneſs—but do I 
not be alarm'd. I feel that a few fl 
Days Reſt will re-eſtabliſh my Health h 
— Weary with writing 1 am forced to t 
lay down my Pen. —Aſſure my be- 1 
loved Aunt—imagine what I would t 
ſay— This Faintneſs—I ſhall ſoon be 1 
better. Be under no Apprehenſions 0 
for me Adieu, my dear Friend. Be- l 
lieve me your's, t 
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LETTER XXXVII. 
To Miſs BRUDNELL. 


RUDNELL, I am half diſtract 
ed The moſt unfortunate Ad- 


venture All my Schemes diſconcerted 
—The 


A. 
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— The Girl has made her Eſcape— 
Obrian's ruin'd, and I ſhall loſe my 
Lover; that is to ſay, him J intended 
for ſuch, Now what is to be done, if 
he hears of this Event, before I can 
take proper Meaſures ; his Dulcineg's 
Innocence clear'd up, away ſcampers 
the Youth. Adieu to Hope, my Ri- 
val triumphs, I defpair and die. Not 
quite ſo bad as that neither, I thank 
my Stars. Wounded, but not mor- 
tally; yet to give up my half com- 
pleated Conqueſt ! intolerable No, 
I can never ſubmit to that—But how 
prevent it ? Aſſiſt me, kind Invention, 
this once aſſiſt me I have it—a little 
Miſchief at leaſt, if no other Conſe- 
quence enſues—What a fertile Brain 
is mine? — Men conquer by Force— 
Women by Stratagem.—Now lifken— 
yet ſtay—my Scheme calm Medita- 
tion muſt mature—1 could only give 
you 
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you the Out- lines at preſent—it muſt 
be re-touch'd, re-conſider'd, before I 


venture to put it in Execution; till 


then, mum—l'll inſtantly about it— 
Fortunately Mr. Groves left London 
laſt Week, that's one Obſtacle re- 
moved; my dear Darnly, in a few 
Days determined to put his roman- 
tic ſober Scheme in Execution. That 
muſt be prevented - it poſitively muſt 
—But how ?—T have not an Inſtant to 
loſe.—I think —no, *tis impoſſible the 
Boobies ſhould yet have heard of her 
Eſcape, ſince Obrian, who would doubt · 
leſs give me the earlieſt Intelligence, 
wrote to me only this Morning My 
Lord then will be-ſtill longer than them, 
before he hears the News, ſince he can 
only learn it from that Family -l muſt 
be ſpeedy in my Motions— Adieu, 
Brudnell, I go to ſtudy my Leſſon; 
then diſpatch a Summons for the 

& Youth 
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Youth—wiſh me Succeſs—I know you 
love Miſchief, 


Your's © 
D. D. 


TTETTER XEXI 
To Miſs BRUDNELL. 


A Joyous Scheme ! Brudnell—Only 

x a Trip to Scotland; don't be 
ſtartled, Child, no Matrimony in the 
Caſe—But let me explain—tho* who 
l muſt ſtop to remark—would believe 
the volatile Coquette, affected Lady 
Die, had ſuch a Head for Stratagem; 
I that, to Appearance, never thought 
in my Life.—There is no Character ſo 
commodious as this I aſſume. - O a 
Woman of Senſe and Spirit will know 
how to accommodate herſelf to every 
Taſte. 
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Taſte.— In public, I am lively, heed- 
leſs, and diſſipated but Lord Darn- 


ly, for Example, tender, ſentimental, 


grave, talks feelingly of Friendſhip, 
Sincerity, and all the old faſhion'd 
Virtues the dear Creature is ſo fond 
of. No other Way to gain his Eſteem. 
You cannot imagine how high I am 
in his good Graces.— Love, however 
but Time and Perſeverance—Now 
to my Scheme. . 


I ſent for him, he came; intended 
himſelf the Pleaſure of ſeeing me in 
the Evening, had I not honour'd him 
with a Summons to take Leave of me 
forſooth, before he went into the 
Country ; his valued Friend, Mr. 
Groves, was in a few Days to join 
him at his Country-Seat. It wanted 
ſome Alterations and Repairs; he was 
going to endeavour to diſpel his Me- 

lancholy, 
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lancholy, by attempting ſome Im- 
provements both in it and his Eſtate. 
—He ſigh'd, alas! Madam, what 
Remedy can I apply to a Grief ſo deep- 
ly rooted in my Heart? Pardon me, 
but you have given me a thouſand 
Proofs of your generous Compaſſion. 1 
am indeed greatly to be pitied. Believe 
me, parting with your Ladyſhip—So, 
you are going my Lord, interrupted 1, 
with a Face full of important Gravity, 
need not then explain my Motives 
for . requeſting the Favour of your 
Company. I had Hopes, from the 
Knowledge of your Diſpoſition, that 
you would have aſſiſted me—But tis 
no Matter, ſince you are determined 
on your Journey I pauſed, —How--. 
ever determined I might be, Madam, 
ſaid he, if my Preſence can be of the 
leaſt Service to you, if as you hint, 
there is any thing I can aſſiſt you in, 

Vol. Il. E com- 
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command me to the utmoſt of my 
Power.-No, my Lord, I ſhould be 
forry to detain you—on my own Ac 
count I certainly would not; and 
perhaps the poor Unfortunate, for 
whom I wiſh'd to procure your Friend- 
ſhip, has too greatly offended to hope 
for that Favour. I figh'd. Good 
Heavens ! cry'd he, what can you 
mean? — Who is this poor Unfor- 
tunate? my Soul is in Torments—Is 
it poſſible: ?—But no, I dare not think 
of that. —If I may judge by thoſe 
violent Emotions, ſaid I, you partly 
gueſs for whom I would plead—Yes, 
my Lord, the unhappy Henrietta 
Henrietta] exclaim'd he, and turn'd 
as pale as Death —She is ſeverely 
puniff'd for her imprudent Choice, 
reſumed I, her unworthy Huſband— 
Is ſhe then married? cry'd he, ſtrik- 
ing his Breaft, yet how could I doubt 
: it ? 
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it? Proceed, Madam, I will endea- 
vour to be patient; ah! ſhe was but 
little worthy of chis too conſtant Heart. 
But ſhe is unhappy, you ſay, O! let me 
fly to her Relief—There is no Time to 
be loſt, my Lord, permit me without 
farther Interruption to proceed in my 
Story,—-l, laſt Night, to my infinite 
Surpriſe, received a Letter from that 
young Lady—1 had contracted ag In- 
timacy with her, as I before told your 
Lordſhip, while on a Viſit to my 
Couſin, a Friendſhip I might more 
juſtly call it.— This, till Love miſled 
her Judgment, ſhe could not fail to 
inſpire in every one who had the Plea- 
ſure of her Acquaintance.— Ah! Ma- 
dam, cry'd he, ſighing, ſhe was in- 
deed moſt lovely, and worthy to be 
beloved. — Again, my Lord !-—He 
bawed. Pardon me; Madam, I am 
all Attention, —Here is a Letter, re- 

E 2 ſumed 
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ſumed I, taking one from my Pocket- 
Book I had got wrote for the Occa- 
fron. I will read you what is neceſſary 
you ſhould hear of it—I did ſo with a 
Woe be gone Face and Accent. 


This was the Purport of what 1 
communicated to him That Captain 
Obrian, after getting her Fortune into 
his Power, had cruelly left her in a 
Place where ſhe was a Stranger —that 
Place Scotland; that ſhe was in the ut- 
moſt Diſtreſs, in Debt to the People 
where ſhe lodg'd ; not one Friend to 
whom ſhe could apply for Relief; 
afraid to inform her juſtly incenſed Re- 
lations of her unhappy Situation ; no 
Means of returning to London; the 
People clamorous for their Money; 
deſerted by all the World, Neceſſity 
compelled her to have Reſource to my 
Ladyſhip—whoſe known Generoſity 

| | Hem 
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Hem—would I but have the Goodneſs 
to take her under my Protection, till 
ſhe could find Means to obtain her 
Father's Pity and Forgiveneſs. — If 
that could not be effected, yet ſhe had 
ſome Hopes from the Affection her 
Uncle and Aunt had ever entertain'd 
for her; were but her preſent Diſficul- 
ties removed, ſhe beſought my Com- 
paſſion ; her Debts were conliderable z 
her cruel Huſband, doubtleſs, left 
them unpaid, on Purpoſe to prevent 
her following him. But if '] would 
have the Goodneſs to diſcharge them. 
if he had not left the Kingdom, he 
might be compelled to repay them; if 
not, her Relations would doubtleſs, 
for their own Honour, | diſcharge the 
Obligation.—The People where the 
was, could not, ſhe added, have de- 


tained her, if her worthleſs Huſband - 


10 not with unparalleled Barbarity, 
| E 3 denied 
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denied their Marriage. _ Williamſon, 
her only Witneſs, was gone off. He 
had left her no Means to prove that ſhe 
was his Wife. In ſpite of all ſhe could 
ſay, nobody would give credit to her 
Aſſertion; ſhe did not ſo much as 
know the Name of the Miniſter who 
perform'd the ſacred Ceremony — 
Thus, continues ſhe, am I deſerted by 
the Man, for whoſe Sake I broke 
through ſo many endearing Ties— 
Thus is my Love rewarded ; but 1 
deſerve it, and dutiful as I have been, 
Heaven abandons me. I have no Right 
to complain. My Reputation is blaſt- 
ed—O! that Death would free me 
from this World of Miſery !—I pauſed 
—for his Lordſhip's Tranſports were 
fo violent, that I was abſolutely ter- 
rified, and obliged to uſe my utmoſt 
Endeayours to calm his agitated Mind. 


When 
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When I had with Difficulty ſooth'd 
him into ſome Degree of Compoſure 
Now my Lord, ſaid I, what is to 
be done? Far beit from me to de- 
ny her my Protection. Happy do 1 
think myſelf, that it is in my Power 
to relieve her Diſtreſs z be her faulty 
Conduct forgot—but then her Debts 
you know, Sir—Ah | I bluſh while 
I recolle& your Generoſity—In the 
preſent Situation of my Affairs, I fear 
—Leave that to me, Madam, inter- 
rupted he, with Eagerneſs—my - Life, 
my Fortune, all I have, ſhall be at 
her Diſpoſal.—Let us fly to ber Relief 
this Moment—Ah! my Henrietta 
He turn'd from me to hide his E- 
motions—1 have been thinking, my 
Lord, reſumed I, that it will be ne- 
celſary for me to take a Journey to 
Scolland—It you only go, ſhe may 
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have ſome Scruples.—Indeed, it would 


not have ſo prudent an Appearance in 


the Eyes of the World, did ſhe pur 
herſelf under your Protection Sup- 
poſe then I ſet off Tomorrow Morn- 
ing, in order to. conduct her to my 
Houſe — But then her Debts — He 
turn'd to me, and taking my Hand 
with an Air of Tenderneſs, generous 
Woman! cry'd he—go, Madam, re- 
lieve y your Goodneſs, by your Pre- 


ſence, the poor Unfortunate, If it is 


not proper for me to accompany you 
—I can follow, or go a few Hours 
before you. This Journey undertaken 


from ſuch noble Motives, muſt not, 


ſhall not — Forgive me, Madam— 
only honour her with your Protection, 
leave every Thing elſe to my Manage- 
ment— l underſtand you, my Lord, I 
admire your Delicacy. Would I had 
5 | more 
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more in my Power—l am already in- 
debted to you—l ſhall look upon your 
engaging, in this Affair, tho' in ano- 
ther's Cauſe, to be a freſh Obligation 
No more, Madam, ſpare me, cry'd 
he. Let us rather haſten our Depar- 
ture—I muſt immediately write to 
Mr. Groves—Better do it now, my 
Lord, ſaid I. I'll order Materials 
bowed. — When he had finiſh'd his 
Epiſtle, he preſented it to me Will 
this do Madam? Iam in ſuch Agitation, 
hardly do 1 know what 1 have written. 
took it— Theſe were the Contents. 


« My dear Friend, 


Buſineſs of Importance will deprive 
me for ſome Time of the Pleaſure I 1 
promiſed myſelf from your expected 
Viſit ati am obliged to go into ano- 
ther Part of the Country. 1 know not 
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how long I ſhall be abſent. 1 will let 
you know when I return to Town, 
and ſhall then expect the Happineſs of 
ſeeing you.—As I can give you no 
poſitive Direction where to ſend your 
Letters, I muſt deny myſelf the Plea- 
ſure of hearing from you till I come 
back—Adieuv, my ever valued Friend. 
Believe me 

5 Your grateful and obliged 


DARNLV.“ 

I returned it to him In regard to 
this Journey, ſaid I, To-morrow I ſhall 
begin mine: Sooner I cannot. As for 
your Lordſhip, upon my Word I ſee 
no great Impropriety in your accom- 
panying me—'Tis what I ardently wiſh, 
cry*d he, let us no longer deliberate. 


Oh! this is an Affair too deeply in. 
 tereſting to regard needleſs Punctilioes 


But 
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But] leave every thing to you, Madam. 
My Heart is diſtreſs'd. You have a 
Direction to my poor Henrietta, Did 
ſhe inform you of the People's Name? 
I told him ſhe had. 


Now you are all Amazement !— 
What, in the Name of wonder, can you 
propoſe by this notable Scheme, aſks 
your Ladyſhip?—Why this, my Dear 
Lou Brudnell, are immediately on 
our Departure, to put the following 
Paragraph in the Papers — Yeſterday 
went off for Scotland, the Right; Ho- 
nourable Lord Darnly and Lady Diana 
Dormer, &c. &c. Don't you ſee the 
Conſequence of this Report ?—But what 
Excuſe do you intend to make for hav- 
ing deceived his Lordſhip into this 
Journey ?—What a ſtrange Queſtion ! 
Why Child, cannot I be amazingly 
Ts Cannot I produce the Let- 
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ter?—None of my writing, you may 
be ſure, —He knows her Hand. The 
Forgery is viſible. But for what Pur- 
poſe could it be wrote ?—Nay, who 
can tell? Captain Obrian, whom I 
immediately ſuſpect, had his Reaſons, 
no doubt. His artful Character is ſuf- 
ficiently eſtabliſhed. | 


My Lord will eaſily be perſuaded he 
is the Author—How ſhould he ſuſpect 
my having any Hand in it? - What end 
could it anſwer ?—I puzzle my Brain, 
to unravel the Myſtery.—He raves, 
threatens Vengeance againſt the Vil- 
lain—I form a thouſand Conjectures 
 —Recolle& all the Circumſtances of 
her Adventure, from her firſt going off 
withhim—Then pauſe a few Moments, 
as if loſt in Thought—At laſt—1'Il lay 
my Life, I have hit upon the Wretch's 

Motive for this extraordinary Pro- 
vt ceeding, 
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ceeding, cries my Ladyſhip—You 
know, my Lord, how artfully he im- 
poſed both on you and me, in regard 
to his dying Uncle—The Stratagem 
he made uſe of to ſee his Miſtreſs at 
, with a thouſand. other little Cir- 
cumſtances, which I never before ſuf- 
ficiently examined Theſe, now I ſeri- 
ouſly attend to them, give me the ut- 
moſt Reaſon to think, that ſhe did not 
go voluntarily off with him. Indeed, 
I could hardly from the firſt give cre- 
dit to it. If ſhe did, ſh2 muſt be the moſt 
compleat Diſſembler I ever heard of. 
It can bardly beimagined, thatoneof her 
Youth and Inexperience could be ca- 
pable of ſo much Art.—He, on the 
contrary, is noted for it—A Man of 
Intrigue; a Plotter is a Character he has 
often boaſted of.—If he trepann'd her 
into his Power, then may we not-juſtly 
ſuppoſe ſhe would make ſome Reſiſt - 
| ance 3 
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ance; refuſe to become his Wife—Per- 
haps, my Lord, her love to you—(that 
was no Secret)—might make her the 
more refractory.— Why then may we 
not ſuppoſe, he would uſe every Means 
to deſtroy her favourable Sentiments of 
you ?—He might repreſent our Inti- 
macy to your Diſadvantage—This did 
not, I ſuppoſe, anſwer his Purpoſe; 
but a Journey to Scotland, like this he 
has betray'd us into, will have ſuch an 
Appearance, by the Turn he may give 
it, that ſhe. will no longer doubt your 
Lordſhip's Inconſtancy.— This is the 
only Way I can account for his villain- 
ous Scheme, the only Motive I fee 
probable for his writing this extraor- 
dinary Letter, 


la this Manner T ſhall run on: My 
Lord, judging of others by himſelf; 
he is credulous becauſe fincere—The 
OP Para- 
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Paragraph in the Papers will corro- 
borate what I advance.—In ſhort, let 
me alone to extricate myſelf from the 
Scrape. Mean Time the honeſt Sir Ro- 
ger, a violent Politician He perfectly 
de vours the News Papers We will ſup⸗ 
poſe the ſober Family aſſembled— the fe- 
male Part- quiet Souls! buſy with their 

needles — The jolly Knight, takes 
his Spectacles, clears his Voice, and 
| begins—hobbles through the political 
Part—Turns over— Yeſterday— Half 
read, half ſpell—goes on his Worſhip 
— Was mar-mar-ried—The Right Ho- 
nourable, &:c.,—Off go the Spectacles, 
up ſtarts Dame Bountiful Down ſinks 
Miſs Henm. = ha! ha 


The ſecond Act of this Comedy be- 
gins on our Return to Town—My au. 
merous Acquaintance croud to pay 
their congratulatory Viſits am all 
CORDING late repent wy impru- | 

| dent 
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en eee 


dent But who would have dreamt of 
ſuch Conſequences, from my innocent 
well meant Jaunt ? I am embarraſs'd 
—know not how to act.—If I deny my 
Marriage, then my Reputation ſuffers, 
Let to acknowledge it—Impoſlible 
I aſk his Lordſhip's Advice—He is 


all ,Confuſion—diſtreſs'd at the unfor- 


tunate Adventure — Would do any 
thing to ſave from Cenſure, one he 
ſo highly eſteem'd.— But then his Hen- 
rietta—a fewof his uſual Hints, I doubt 
not about his refractory Heart In 


ſhort, Brudnell, he will be ſo entang- 


led, ſo divided between. Love and Ho- 


nour, that who knows what may be 


the Conſequence? —Eſpecially as he can 
have no Hopes of his little Ruſtic—Bur 


ſhould he diſappoint my Expectations, 


then dear Revenge takes place. —If he 


will not be mine, he-ſhall not at leaſt be 
me Rival's, except my Wit and Contri- 
vance deſert me. 


| Suppoſe . 
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Suppoſe he only ſtorms, and'threat- 
ens Vengeance againſt poor Obrian, 
whom he endeavours to find out, in 
order to effect it—l appear to join in 
his Reſentment ; ſucceed better in my 
Enquiries—am inform'd he is gone for 
France; the Lady ſtill, in Spite of all 
his Threats, refuſing to be his Wife, 
but finds no Means, as ſhe has often at- 
tempted, to eſcape from his Power. 
The Clamour of his Creditors obliged 
him to leave England. — But will it not 
be aſk*d, where I learnt all this From 
his Servant, who, in Revenge for his 
Maſter's ill Treatment, reveab'd the 
whole Affair to me—All this might 
eaſily be managed. The Fellow, who 
conſtantly brings me Letters from 
George, may be bribed to give this 
Evidence. have no doubt of ſecur- 
ing him in my Intereſt - But the Plot is 

0 not 
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not yet properly concerted; nor indeed, 
may I ever have Occaſion to put it 
in practice. It is only in Caſe of Ne- 
ceſſity.— The Groves's are not likely, 
after ſuch a Breach of Friendſhip in his 
Lordthip, as marrying without their 
Knowledge or Advice, to write to him 
— That would be too great a Conde- 
ſcenfion—be perhaps may. But there 
is ſuch a Thing as a Letter miſcarrying 
—Let me alone for Invention—Adieu, 
Child. I have a thouſand Things to 
order in regard to my Journey. Do 
you not long to hear the Iſſue of this 
extraordinary Adventure? — ou ſhall 
my Dear, all in good Time — Lour's, 


Diana D. 
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„ LETTRN XI. 2 
To Jonun Banks; Eſq; 


I harèwun my Race, Jack—Reached 
—not the Goal, but Gaol— Here 
am I in melancholy Durance. O for 
a Curſe to kill that infernal Milliamſon. 
he not only robbed me of my dear 
bought Prize; but like a true Woman, 
who knows oo Medium in her Reſent- 
ment, betray'd me to my Creditors, 
I was arreſted in ſtepping into the 
Chaiſe, which inſtead of my propoſed 
Jaunt after them, carried to me this 
Dungeon of Miſery and Wretchednefs. 
— Howl raved and ſtorm'd But there 
was no Remedy. 1 wroie immediately 
to Lady Die—no Anſwer. She's like 

F I get 
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I get looſe again!—No great Hopes of 
that at preſent, however—My Com- 
miſſion is going to the Devil—that is, 
in other Words, to myconfounded Cre- 
ditors.—Plaguily down in the Mouth, 
Jack—No Reſource but the Highway 
(were I out of this Hole) or à conve- 
nient Implement to diſpatch myſe}f— 
Hang it, there is ſomething cowardly 
in the-laſt—No, I will commence Phi- 
loſopher. Comfortable Leiſure for Stu- 
dy and Meditation—All my Conſola- 
tion is, it can never be worſe with me, 
happen what will Could I but once 
more regain my Freedom - the De- 
vil's in it, if a Fellow of my Spirit 
need be at a Loſs in the wide World 
— How. many Knights of Induſtry 
make a ſhining Figure, merely by the 
Force of Genius !—Dear Liberty! 
Grant me but that, ye Gods! and 1 
defy Fortune and all her Frowns— 
r Surely 
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Surely thoſe plodding Raſcals will be 
ſatisfied with the Sale of my Commiſſi- 
on. A Man can do no more than he 
can—O! here come's Frank Kennedy, 
he is to be the Purchaſer. —Farewel, 
Fack. Write to me, tell me what's' 
going forward in the World Have you 
heard any thing of my plaguy Run- 
away? - Lou know where to direct your 
Letter. A reputable Lodging mine — 
No Danger of my being from Home, 
ſhould you take it into your Head to 
pay me a Viſit—Heigh, ho!-—Hang 
Sorrow—PIl drown it in Wine. Re- 
flection is the Devil—Adieu, now for 
Buſineſs. Your's in all Fortunes, 


S6. Os RIAN. 
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+ i E&T-T-E R- XII. 
'To Mrs. PEIRCyY. 


Las! Sophia, what have J done 
to be thus mark'd out for Miſery ! 
— No ſooner eſcaped from one dread- 
ful Misfortune, than another, if poſſi- 
ble ſtill more affecting, overwhelms 
me. Hardly had I Leiſure to enjoy 
the returning Tenderneſs of my Friends, 
to rejoice in their Forgiveneſs, in their 
kind Congratulations for my Eſcape, 
when a new Calamity plunges me once 
moreinto Miſery—need I tell my Friend 
the fatal Cauſe ?—It can be no Secret 
— tis publicly known—Lord Darn- 
h—O my Heart — Are then my flat- 
tering Hopes for ever blaſted? —Thoſe 
dear Hopes, for which alone I wiſh'd 
to 
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to live- Why did you, by your too 
flattering Predictions, cheriſh my Paſ- 
ſion for that moſt” amiable of Men !— 
Alas, all my partial Friends encouraged 
me to look forward to what is now 
impoſſible—This then was his impor- 
tant Buſineſs—You remember the Let- 
ter my Uncle received from him, which 
prevented his informing him of my Re- 
turn. What need of that Excuſe ?— 
Was he not at Liberty to follow his 
Inclinations? Nobody had a right to 
controul him—yet ſurely, my Uncle 
might have expected, from his Grati- 
tude at leaſt, to have been inform'd 
of his-Intentions—Lady Die too! of 
all the Women in the World!—Ah! 
his Sentiments muſt be greatly alter'd 
from what they were in thofe happy 
Days—let me not look back I dare 
not think ! N 


4 One 
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One Thing my Friend, before I force 
myſelf to drop this melancholy Subject 
Let not my Uncle write to him.— 
Some inadvertent Expreſſion—Ah! let 
him not have Reaſon to ſuſpect I re- 
gret his Inconſtancy.—But ſurely, that 
injured Friend would not condeſcend 
yet far be it from me to excite his 
Reſentment. —Perhaps he did not him- 
ſelf approve a Paſſion, which yer he 
could not conquer The Character of 
my happy Rival, if what Williamſon 
ſays of her is true—But I check my 
Pen—'Tis not for me to cenſure—ſhe 
is his Bride, Sophia — ls not that a ſuf- 
ficient Title to Reſpet.—1I mention'd 
Williamſon, I wiſh'd to talk to you 
of her, but my Mind is in ſuch Diſ- 
treſs If ever there was a true Penitent, 


ſurely ſhe is one. With the Money, 


which ſhe juſtly merited for the im- 
portant 


3 
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portant Service ſhe did me, ſhe is ſet- 
tled in a neat Retirement; and, as I am 
inform'd, leads the moſt exemplary 
Life. May Heaven confirm her Return 
to Virtue —I ſhall viſit the poor Wo- 
man, when—ah! my Friend, when 
ſhall I again be fit for any Thing? 


My Father is greatly incenſed againſt 


Lord Darnly—1 dread a freſh Perſecu- 


tion There is a Gentleman, Sophia, 
who too frequently viſits here, and 
is already a declared Favourite of my 
Father's—his Perſon and Fortune un- 
exceptionable, But can Jever patiently 
liſten to the Addreſſes of that deceitful 
Sex?—O! that I might be permitted 
to live ſingle, that is now my only 
Wiſh.—W hat have [not already ſuffer- 
ed on their Account? nay, what do I not 
{till ſuffer? But Time may reſtore my 


long loſt Peace. Let me not however, 
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be urged to what I never can conſent. 


— Alarming Thought |!—yet my Fa- 
ther begins to talk of my Reputation, 
injured as he ſays, by my late fatal 
Adventure -l too well underſtand thoſe 
Hints, and look forward to new Miſ- 
fortunes—Intercede for me, Sophia ; 
pity me, my Friends. Am I never to 
be at Peace? Why was I not permitted 
to remain with you ?—your kind Sym- 
pathy would have conſoled me. I have 
now no Perſon, to whom I can unbur- 
then my Heart; I dare not utter a Com- 
plaint before my Father.—lt is to one 
of my own Sex only I can, without 
Reſerve, pour forth my Grief.— I may 
write, *tis true—but what is that to 
your dear Society, and that of my ever 
amiable Aunt? *Tis impoſlible to 
give you an Idea of the melancholy 
Way I am in. I cannot bear my own 
Reflections, yet have I nothing to di- 

| | vert 
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vert them. Reſtleſs every where, Com- 
pany is irkſome to me.— Ah! this 
Company is not ſuch, as I have for 
ſome Time paſt been accuſtomed too 
Il fly to Solitude, preferable to noi- 
ſy ſenſeleſs Mirth— The Woods and 


Groves are Witneſs to my unavailing 


Sorrow, There I indulge it without 
Reſtraint—I dwell on former Scenes 
and by comparing them with the pre- 
ſent, add to my Woe - But why ſhould 
I give you Pain? Adieu, my Friend, 
I have ſaid too much ought to have 
had more Regard for your gentle Na- 
ture. I fear this ſad Epiſtle will af- 
fect you. —My beſt Wiſhes attend you, 
and your eves amiable Harry. Deli- 
ver the incloſed to my dear Aunt, 
Once more adieu—Pity, and continue 
to love your unfortunate . 


__HewrizTTa; 
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LETTER XLIL 


„ To HENRIETTA. 


B E under no Apprehenſion, my be- 
loved Niece. There is little Dan- 
ger of my writing to the ungrateful 
Lord Darnly.—If I had, you might 
have depended on my Delicacy,—No, 
Henrietta, never ſhall he know, that 
you regret the Loſs of one, who has 
proved himſelf ſo unworthy of your 
Heart. Good Heavens! how his Be- 
haviour aſtoniſhes me !—Could I have 
expected this Treatment from him! 
from one I have ever regarded as my 
Son !—What would have been the 
Grief of his valued Father, had he 
lived to be witnefs to his Conduct! 
III. fated Youth | too late will he Te- 


pent 


F 
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pent his imprudent Choice. —I was, 
when in Town, alarm'd at his Inti- 
macy with that artful Woman, but 
little dream'd of the Conſequence it 
has produced. — I condemn myſelf for 
a too ſcrupulous. Fear of cenſuring. I 
have ever abhorred Detraction. Let 
a Perſon's Faults be what they will, 
we have no Right to expoſe them.— 
But in this Caſe—yet | had no Suſpi- 
cion of what has happen'd—Ler's talk 
no more of him. 


Do not be too much alarm'd, my 
dear Henrietta. I own your Father 
has wrote to me about Sir James Wal- 
ton, but if 1 have any Influence, eve- 
ry Thing ſhall be left to your Duty and 
Diſcretion—'Tis- true, if he is the wor- 
thy Man your Father deſeribes- him, 
all your Friends would rejoice at an 
Event, which however, we ſhall only. 
rot F 3 . wiſh 
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wiſn for, without laying any Reſtraint 
on your Inclinations. But, after ſuch 


an Adventure as you have met with, 


we muſt naturally be anxious to ſee you 
united to ſome amiable Man, who 
may. prote& you from the like Dan- 
gers.— Forgive me, dear Henny, this 
at preſent will, I fear, prove an unwel- 
come Subject to you. But my Anxi- 
ety for your Happineſs—Believe me, 
nothing but the trueſt Regard for that 
dictates what I write—l will, how» 
ever, fay no more on that Head, till 
from perſonal Acquaintance I am better 
able to form a Judgment of the Man 
I would recommend to your Favour. 
F hope to be with you in a few Days. 
Mrs. Peircy is very deſirous to accom- 
pany me, but the Journey is judged 
improper in her, preſent Condition. 
By ſome Hints that were dropped, Ifear 
you are relapſing into that Melancholy, 

from 
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from which you was lately, with ſo 
much Difficulty, recover'd. Let me, 
intreat you, my beloved Niece, not to 
give Way to it—Exert yourſelf ; reflect 
how unworthy he has proved himſelf 
of the Eſteem of us all; tis not only 
his Inconſtancy, that might have been 
pardon'd, conſidering the little Proſpect 
there was of your ever being reſtored 
to him, but his Ingratitude to ine, that 
worſt of all Vices—l have not Patience 
to think of him.—Ah! how weak is 
it to build on future Scenes of Hap- 
pineſs, hardly are we certain of the 
preſent Hour— My Siſter ardently 
wiſhes to have you with us again. It 
I find it agreeable to you, I ſhall cer- 
tainly propoſe it to Sir Roger, — Tis 
impoſſible to expreſs how dear you are 
to us all. Nothing in our Power ſhall / 
be omitted, that may be likely to con- 


duce to your Felicity. Depend on my 


F 4 warmeſt 
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' warmeſt Friendſhip; for I am, my 
dear Niece, your truly affectionate 


CuARLES Groves, 


LETTER XLII. 
To Miſs BxuUDNELL, 


HERE never was a more 


truly ridiculous Scene, than that 


which palt between my Swain and me, 


when we arrived at the End of our 


curious Journey—1 could hardly keep 


ray Countenance, while he ſweet Soul 
laid the Matter to Heart, as a mighty 


ſober Aﬀair—I reaſon'd—he raved— 
gloriouſly raved. - My notable Suppofi- 


tions, however, in regard to Obrian, 


had the defired Effect. — How 1 love 


the dear Credulous !—He vows Ven- 
geance, while I am all Sorrow for the 
taken, 


imprudent Step I have ſo raſldy 
chern. = now 
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now the Report of our Marriage has 
ſhewn the fatal Conſequences: of it— 
In what Manner ſhall J vindicate my 
Reputation ?—He is all Sorrow and 
Contrition—knows not how to act.— 
We return'd to Town laſt Night—O ! 
Brudnell, it was a moſt joyouſly ſober 
Jaunt.—How 1 enjoy'd the charming 
Fellow's Embarraſſment My affected 
Grief ſeem'd to make a proper Im- 
preſſion; his Behaviour was uncom- 
monly tender. Could it be other- 
wiſe? His Heart muſt have been 
Adamant, to be for ſo. many Days in 
Company with a fine Woman, had he 
remain'd inſenſible to her Charms and 
Allurements, | 


O! I make no doubt of carrying 
my Point. Perhaps, Brudneil, you do 
not clearly ſee what that is. Why 


really, Child, it is hardly yet paſitive- 


Fs ly 
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ly determined. My firſt View, was 
only to make a hitle dear Miſchief be- 
tween him and my Rival; but now 1 
have reaſon'd with myſelf pro and con, 
to wed or not to wed, was the Queſ- 
tion; and would you believe it, lam 
now abſolutely determined for the for- 
mer; all Things conſidered, it will 
be much the moſt prudent Scheme; 
my Affairs are, as you know, in moſt 
agreeable Confuſion. This Eſtate has 


its Temptations, and then the dear 


Creature himſelf is poſitively ſo very 
much the Thing; that in ſhort, Brud- 
nell, Matrimony: is the Word. —Gaſl- 
lantry the charming Wretch has no 
Idea of ; there is no curing him of 
his incommodious Reſpect. He is ſo 


- modeſt, ſo unaſſuming } yet I have 


favour'd him with ſome pretty encou- 
raging Hints too; but handſome as 
he is, it never. once entered his. Head, 

that 


by 
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that he had gain'd ſo important a Con- 
queſt as my Lady ſhip. 


Heavens! Brudnell, I had almoſt 
forgot to tell you, how he laſt Night 
alarm'd me, by telling me he propoſed 
writing to Mr. Groves the Moment 
he got Home. I foreſaw he would 
write, but then, to be ſo very violent 
in his Motions — after a Moment's 
Pauſe—It is very proper you ſhould 
vindicate your ſeemingly ungrateful 
Conduct to that Gentleman, ſaid I; 
but as I have been concern'd in this 
diſagreeable Affair, you will be obliged 
to mention me in your Letter; it is a 
delicate Point, my Lord, I ſhould wiſh 
to have Leiſure for a little Refſection 
before you do it-at leaſt, if it is not 
too great a Favour, I ſhould-be glad 


to ſee the Contents. —By all Means, 
F 6 cry di 
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cry'd he, it ſhall, if you will give me 
Leave, be wrote in your Preſence z— 
this was all I aim'd at, for then, 
you know, one of my Servants may 
— only by way of ſaving his the 
Trouble—carry the ſaid Billet-doux 
to the Poſt. | 


Now I talk of Servants, honeſt 
Tom, late Valet to poor George, has 
been here ſeveral Times during my 
Abſence ; came to wait on my Lady- 
ſhip, in hopes I would ſpeak a good 
Word for him to his Maſter, whom 
he has never ſcen ſince the Flight of the 
fair Dulcinea,—The Truth is, my no- 
ble Captain is pretty deep in Arrears 
to him for Wages, which without my 
Intereſt, he does not clearly ſee how 
he is to be paid—Alas! poor Tom; 
there is now but little Hope from that 


Quarter 
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Quarter but he may be ſatisfied 1 
will ſoon procure him à better Ser- 
vice, for he may be infinitely ſervice- 
able to me: — I have ſent for him, 
and make no doubt of ſucceſsfully re- 
commending him to Lord Darnly,— 
The Fellow has a quick Appreheg- 
ſion, a commodious Conſcience, Ne. 
Wet me alone to find Employment 


for thoſe good Qualities. 


One Word of Obrian No, I have 
not a Moment to ſpare—l expect my 
charming Darnly every Inſtant But 
I incloſe his Letter Poor George ! 1 
pity him, and when I-have more Lei- 
fure, will anſwer i it, and think of ſome 
Means to free him from his horrible 
Confinement. That he is confined at 
preſent may, however, be of Advan- 
tage to my . the dear 

Creature 
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Creature is below. — Now if he does 
not—but I muſt attend him. You 


ſhall know the Reſult of our Con- 
ference. 


Your's, 
Dit D—— 


LETTER XLIV. 
To Miſs BRUDNELL. 


HE charming Fellow wrote to 
| Mr. Groves, a full and particular 
Account of our Expedition, &c. The 
Letter is—ſafely lock'd up in my Cabi- 
net, where, by Tom's Means, I hope 
to depoſit any he may hereafter write 
to that Quarter The Billet-doux Af- 
Fair ſettled, I aſked, with one of my 
grave Faces, if he had not contradict- 
ed the ridiculous Report of our Mar- 


: riage 


* 


N- 


The Woman of Fa$nioV. 733 


riage—He bluſhed—I am diftreſs'd, 


Madam, how would you adviſe me to 
—Aſk not my Advice, interrupted I, 
with Warmth— Your Honour, my 
Lord, your Generoſity, will beſt in- 
ſtruct you how to act.— ] ſtopp'd, and 
affected to bluſh in my Turn.— He 
was ſilent, and look'd charmingly 
filly.—It was an unfortunate Adven- 
ture for me, reſumed I, I know not 
how to appear in Public, after fo 
ſtrange an Appearance as our Journey 
muſt have had in the Eyes of the 
World. Compaſſion fo wholly en- 
groſs'd me at the Time I conſented to 
it, that I never once reflected on the 
Conſequence, — Heavens! added JI, 


where was my Prudence, to take ſuch 


a Jaunt with a gay young Man like 
your Lordſhip !—But who would have 


thought it would have been ſo pub- 


licly known ?—A ** Reputation 
, is 
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is ſo eaſily. wounded. — Rather than 
your's ſhould ſuffer, -cry'd he with 
Fervour, I would ſacrifice my Life in 
its Defence.—I have no doubt of your 
Generoſity, my Lord, but many 
Lives might be ſacrificed in ſuch a 
Cauſe to little Purpoſe, —People are 
not to be compelled to think juſtly, 
they will ever judge from Appearances. 
— What then is to be done, ſaid he, 
ſighing—had I a Heart— forgive me, 
Madam— (how mine flutter'd, Brud- 
nell) I dare not enter on this Subject. 
Jam not worthy to aſpire—he pauſed 
—Provoking Diffidence, thought I— 
I was forced to help him out. —A 


Widow, you know—there are a thou- 


ſand Advantages attending that State. 
Proceed my Lord, ſaid 1.—To what 
dare you not aſpire ?- It muſt be ſome- 
thing very extraordinary indeed, if 
Merit like your's—I ftopp'd, bluſh'd, 
2 4 caſt 
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caſt down my Eyes, and with the 
moſt agreeable Confuſion you can 
imagine, play'd with my Fan. — Don't 
you admire our pretty Breaks and 
Pauſes ? there is ſomething amazingly + 
eloquent in them—He aroſe, walk'd 
two or three Turns croſs the Room, 
his Emotions viſibly painted on his 
expreſſive Countenance —irreſolute on 
what to determine; at laſt he ap- 
proach'd, and taking my Hand with 
an Air rather reſpettul than tender 
Wretch as he is— Pardon this ſtrange. 
Behaviour, Madam; 1 have ſaid too 
much, not to ſay more - permit me to 
explain myſelf — I depend on your 
Goodneſs—my Sincerity may offend. 
but I have not learnt the Art to diſ- 
guiſe my Sentiments.—A bad Pre- 
face, my Lord, interrupted I, fmiling, 
I gueſs by it what you are going to 
ſay—bur I won't hear you.—Do you” 

5 think 


upon my Word, we find you engaged 
2 in 
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think I have no Vanity, no Jealouſy, 
I had almoſt added Another ſudden 


Stop, with a fide Glance, a ſmother'd 
Sigh, and a third Bluſh, attempted it 


at laſt, 


He had juſt open'd his charming 
Mouth, prefacing his intended Speech 
with a ſoft Sigh, when at that critical 
Moment my blundering Fellows—I 


had forgot to give Orders to be denied 


let in an Inundation of impertinent 
Viſitors, — Unſeaſonable as I at firſt 


thought their Intruſion, it perhaps 
forwarded my Scheme as much as any 


Thing I could have ſaid in our tete 


& zete. 


a Lady Crofts was the firſt that en- 


ter d. I give you Joy, my Dear, I 
was determined to ſurpriſe you; and, 
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in a moſt extraordinary tete d tete; 
unfaſhionable Creature that you are 
— But theſe are the halcyon Days of 
Matrimony, in Conſideration of that 
I excuſe you. 


She was interrupted by Miſs Bloomer. 
Upon my Word, Lady Die, you have 
moſt unexpectedly ſtole a Marriage. 
Was it well done to be ſo reſerved to 
your Friends ?—You handſome Wi- 
dows, rob us poor Spinſters of all 
the pretty Fellows. We expected, my 
Lord, turning to him with a Smile, 
that you would have honour'd us with 
a little Flirtation, before you com- 
menced that domeſtic Being a Huſ- 
band. You had but juſt made your 
Appearance amongſt us. This flying 
Marriage of your's, will prove a great 
Mortification to two or three fair Fe- 
males, who had determined to make'a 

| Conqueſt 
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Conqueſt of your Heart—Your plead- 
ing the Charms of your lovely Spouſe 
here, will be but an unpalatable Ex- 
cuſe to them, I can tell you. 


How the dear Wretch look'd, and 
how I enjoy'd his Confufion— He 
bow'd to her Compliment—ſtammer'd 
out an incoherent Anſwer — Lady 
Crofts burſt into a loud Laugh; your 
Fetters my Lord, cry'd ſhe, ſeem to 


ſit a linle-aukward on you; even your 


Tongue has loſt its uſual Freedom of 
Expreſſion; and the gay, the lively 
Diana too, is ſilent. One would 
think the filken Bond ſhould ſit more 
eaſy on your L adythip, ſince tis not 
the firſt Time you have worn it. But 
no wonder your Spirits flag thus, 
coop'diup like a Pair of Turtles, Bill- 
ing and Cooing—Commend me to 
, who, like you, took a Trip 


never ſeen each other from that Day 
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to Scotland, ready to kill each other 
with Kindneſs all the Way there; 
where they were yoked,  quarrelled, 
came back in ſeparate Chaiſes, have 


to this.— There was ſome Variety in 
their Jaunt. But  your's—for Hea- 
ven's Sake, come amongſt us again, 


or we ſhall have you dams with the 


Vapours. 
$23 v3 


In this Manner ran * 


found ſome Difficulty to ſqueeze in a 


Word, at laſt I ſeized a favourable 
Pauſe. — You are extreamly- witty, 
Ladies. I am not in a Humour to 
retort your Raillery, Matrimony is 
too ſerious a Subject for it. — My 
Stars! interupted Miſs Bloomer, laugh- 
ing, what a Change! I know not 
whether Matrimony be a ſerious Sub- 
ject or not, but I am ſure it has pro- 


duced 
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duced ſerious Effects.— Why, Child, 
I ſhould hardly know you again; you 
ſeem not only to have changed your 
Name but your Nature—lI have done 
neither, ſaid I—Your ſuſpecting the 
firſt, without the leaſt Foundation, 
1s the Canſe of my Gravity; ſo pray 
acquit poor Matrimony. — Unſeaſon- 
able, ridiculous Aﬀectation !—exclaim- 
ed Lady Crofts ſmiling, and tapping 
my Cheek in her free Way, I won't 
forgive this pretty Reſerve. In a Girl 
of fifteen, indeed it might be excuſa- 
ble. But you are offended at our pre- 
mature Viſit, I'll warrant—waanted to 
be ſeen in State, with all the dear 
Parade of bridal Finery—Never fear, 
Child, we'll come again, when you 
fit in Form to be publicly gazed at. 
When—You are the ſtrangeſt Creature, 
interrupted I, with affected Peeviſhneſs. 
Am I to be believed? I tell you once 


6 more 
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more there is no Marriage in the 


Cale — No, no, no, cry'd ſhe, you 
are not to be believed, —Aſk my Lord 
then, ſaid I, he will confirm what I 
ſay—Speak, Sir. 


He look'd at me, as if to learn from 
my Eyes what Anſwer to make It 
muſt be own'd, the Queſtion was rather 
embarraſſing His Lordſhip, ſaid Miſs 
Bloomer, before he had Time to anſwer, 
has made you ſome pretty Promiſes, 
but that of ſupporting you in a Falſ- 
hood was not of the Number; yet I 
ſee he hardly knows how to contra- 
dict you neither, your Reign is not 
yet expired. The Wife, poor Soul! 
vows Obedience for Life, in Conſidera - 
tion of which the generous Huſband, 
generally flings up the firſt Month, 
and, in that Time, as the wiſer Veſſel, 
teaches the weaker, by giving up his 
own 
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own Will to her's ; what he expects 


from her ever after, till Death do 
them part. We ſhould not, there- 


fore, my Lord, were you, like your 


fair Helpmate, to deny the joyous En- 
gagement you have enter'd into, pay 
any great Deference to your Word at 
preſent—A few Months hence in- 
deed, ſhould your Lady take it into 
her Head 


1 muſt interrupt you, Madam, ſaid 
he— Marriage has ſo long been the 
Butt of Ridicule, that it leaves you no 
Room to diſplay your Wit, ſince it is 


ſcarce poſſible to ſay any Thing new 


on the Subject; beſides, I ſhould ima- 
gine a young unmarried Lady, would 
eſteem it bad Policy to ſtrengthen, by 
her Raillery, our Diſlike to what is 
already. but too much out of Faſhion, 
-—You have been very lively, Ma- 

4 dam, 
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dam, about firſt Months; but had I 
the Honour to be united to an amia- 
ble Woman, to this Lady for Exam» 
ple, whom you are pleaſed to ſuppoſe 
mine, I would convince you by my 
Behaviour, that every ſucceeding one of 
her Life, would rather endear than eſ- 
trange her from my Heart. I am not 
however, permitted the enviable Fe- 


licity to call her mine. I know you 


are not, cry'd Lady Crefts laughing, 
ſhe forbid you to do ſo; but we are 
not under the ſame Reſtraint, and muſt 
and will call her your's. 


He aroſe, and reſpectfully taking 
my Hand—if an Explanation will not 
ſatisfy thoſe Ladies—he pauſed—then 
reſumed in a lower Voice, this-is no 
Time to imform you of my Intentions, 
nor to be favour'd with your Advice 
—T leave you Madam, for a few Days 
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hen I return.—-When you return, 
my Lord, interrupted I—ah! do not 
leave me at ſuch a Time as this. I 
look'd tenderly on him.— He appear'd 
affected — I'll fee your Ladyſhip 
again in the Evening, ſaid he.—If you 
fail, my Lord—I give you my Ho- 
nour 1 will not—all this was in a kind 
of Whiſper. He made an Apology 
for it to the Ladies, then gracefully 
bowing left the Room, 


Bruduell, 1 am dying for his Return, 

I write to kill the tedious intervening 
Hours—Ages they appear to me—I 
look at my Watch every Moment— 
Heavens ! *tis paſt his uſual Hour, 
What on Earth detains him ! Ought 
any Thing to keep him from thoſe 
wiſhing Eyes, that have ſo often fond- 
ly gazed on his?—Ah! my dear Girl, I 
never loved till now; perhaps, becauſe 
1 never 
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the ſtupid Country, and a half-ſated 
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I never before found any Difficulty ta 
conquer.—I am more than ever de- 
termined not to yield him to my Rival 
Lou can have no Idea what a charm» 
ing Fellow it is; ſo, ſenſible, ſo ſweet- 
ly engaging his every Action — But 
what can he be about all this while. 
My Fancy is on the Wing. — Shall 1 
attempt his. Picture to amuſe myſelf, 
till the dear Original with ſuperior 
Grace makes his Appearance. — l muſt 
talk of him, and him only.— I know 


yawning Lover, will afford you Leiſure 
enough to read the enormous: Packets. 
Lam continually ſending you. Were 


you in Town indeed, I would have a 


little more. Conſideration, than to at- 
tempt engroſſing ſo much of your pre- 
cious Time, —Another Look at my 
Watch—Dilatory Wretch! I find I 
* be violently angry with him 

97 „ But 
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But his Picture, you cry—Upon ſecond 
Thoughts, I dare not attempt it, for he 
is more than Painting can expreſs— 
Tall, elegant, blooming, graceful, 
lovely, animated, tender, inſinuating. 
— His charming Voice, which goes 
thrilling to the Heart, would of it- 
ſelf, did he direct his Eloquence that 
Way, ſeduce half the Women in Eng- 
land. — Then his inimitably pretty 
Mouth, Ivory Teeth, and enchanting 
Smiles—Huſh, I think I hear a Noiſe 
—0, no—1I expire with Vexation. 
There is no bearing this tedious Suſ- 
pence.— Heavens! I have fretted my- 
ſelf pale look horridly ill— I'll write 
no more. If he does not come within 
this half Hour, I ſhall go diſtracted.— 
Adieu. 
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LETTER XLV. 
To Jonx BANKS, Eſq, © 


Worn all the Bleſſings of my. 


favourite Toaſt, that is to ſay, 
Health of Body, Peace of Mind, a 


| clean Shirt, and a Guinea, I have at 
laſt eſcaped from my Priſon, lively as 
2 Bird from its Cage.—The World is 


all before me, where to chuſe—Wonder 
not at this ine Quotation, Jack; re- 
member what comfortable Leiſure I 
have had for Study.——But Books a- 
lone did not engroſs my Attention 
Scheming future Plans of Life had their 
Share. Hitherto I have lived Extem-_ 
pore—but now—what now !—Why, 
Faith that's not quite ſo clear Thus 
far, however, I have proceeded at 

G 3 Ran- 
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Random.—Take a full and particular 
Account of my Expedition to“ * #ﬀ.@ 
To I you cry.—Yes, Jack, here I 
am once more—O ! by the bye, what 
think you of the Marriage of my fair 
Jilt? Have I not a Right to make Re- 
priſals? would to Fortune it were in my 
Power Now to my narrative Jour- 
nal, or what you will. 


This Day Se'nnight my Affairs were 
ſettled; and I became a free Man in 
every Senſe of the Word; free from 
Riches, conſequently free from Care; 
free from Priſon, free from Sorrow, 
attended by a Tribe of Raſcals, who 


had drain'd my Pocket of every Doit, 


but one poor ſolitary Guinea, that 
like a true Friend, if ſuch a Thing 
there be Pardon me, Jac - ſtuck to 


me in Adverſity, Money, Jack, Mo- 
ney, of all the Friends ja Court, City, 


or 
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or Country, commend me to. Money 
—Ye Gods! can he who Riches has, 
ere know—any Misfortune! In ſhurt— 
with thoſe faid Raſcals, I adjourn'd to 
a Tavern—drank a Glaſs or two, and 
ſent for a Friſeur, I had never ſeen my- 
felf ſiace my horrid Confinement—found 
myſelf a Devil of a Figure I, Who 
uſed to be the very Standard of Dreſs 
and Elegance. But I ſoon put off both 
the Look and Habit of Wretchedneſs, 
and once more ſhone forth a pretty Fel- 
low.—Don*c you love Minuteneſs? 
My Valet gone, I ſat a few Moments, 
muſing on what was next to be done 
with my ſingle Talent, and ſingular 
Talents—The Gamiog- Table darted 
into my Thoughts—A Chair was im- 
mediately order'd. I caſt myſelf into 
it with a modiſh Air—Who had a 
better Right to it than I? Not one. 
Beau | in 1 could boaſt of Pockets 
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better repleniſhed; and if happy the 


Man, who in a ſilken or a leathern 
Purſe, contains a ſplendid Shilling, 
what muſt he be, who is Maſter of a 
more ſplendid Guinea?—1 flutter'd in; 
one Hand in my Breaſt, the other in 
my Waiſtcoat Pocket, and with an 
indolent half Lawa, half Whiſtle, ap- 
proach'd the Table, where offering up 
a ſhort Prayer to Fortune, I ventured 
my laſt Stake—Neck or nothing - won 
ten Guineas in half as many Minutes 
—play'd till four in the Morning 


went Home the happieſt Fellow in Eng- 
land, fifty Pounds Winner. 


The Day following a freſh Conſul- 
tation as to my next Manceuvre,— 
Your Intelligence in Regard to my fair 
Runaway?—Ah! Jack, I am humbled 
at the Remembrance of that Adven- 


8 Puppy that I was! 


But 
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But 'tis paſt—I determined to have 


one more Trial of Skill with her—no 


fix'd Plan, however. I'll leave ſome- 
thing to Fortune, encouraged: by her 
Favour at the Gaming-Table—As I 
was utterly unknown at , I] 
thought I might venture there in pro- 
prid Perſons, only laying alide my 
military Habit, which by the bye, I 
have no longer a Title to—and new 
Chriſtening myſelf — my Godfathers 
and Godmothers had promiſed and 
vow'd three Things in my Name, 
which I never intend to perform; and 
as many in their own, which they ne- 
ver once thought of from that Hour 
to this. — I therefore choſe a new 


Sponſor, and vow'd over again 


Firſt, That I would, to the utmoſt r 
my Power, enjoy the Pomps and 1 


nities of this wicked World — Second 


ly, That I would be revenged on that 
| G5 dean, 
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dear, inconſtant, ſeducing Creature, 
Woman—Thirdly, That J would once 
more get my pretty little Country 
Vixen into my Power, in ſpite of 
Men and Devils.—If I fail in any of 
theſe, I'll anſwer for a very fincere 
Sorrow and Repentance—There's no 
more required of us, I think they tell 
me. | 


A Chaiſe was ſent for, and away 1 
drove Poſt Haſte—arrived at SS oh 
the Eve of my ſecond Day's Journey 
put up at an Inn, commonly call'd 
a Hedge Alehouſe, about a Mile from 
the Hall —How my Heart flutter'd, 
as I eyed from my Window that 
' Gothick Caſket” which contains my 
Treaſure— After a horrid Supper, 1 
fell into Chat with mine Hoſteſs, hav- 
ing firſt I>cſen'd the Joints of her 
Tongue-—fluen enough at all Times— 
WO with 
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with a chearful Glaſs. I was going to 
Durham, 1 told her, but ſhould be 
obliged to wait a Day or two for my 
Uncle, who was to fetch 'me in his 
Carriage; my Wife was already at his 
Houſe ; the Impatience I felt, to ſee 
the dear Creature, had made me hurry 
on my Journey ſooner. than he had 
appointed to meet me. It would, I 
added, put me to ſome Inconvemiency, 
without anſwering any other Purpoſe 


than bringing me a hundred Miles 


nearer my Charmer.—I then; hinted, 
that it had been a Love Match, rather 
imprudent on my Side, but the Vir- 
tue and Beauty of my Wife had re- 


conciled my Friends to it. 


The good Woman was delighted. 
— There were but few Love Matches 
now-a-days, ſhe ſagaciouſly obſerved'; 
but, to be ſure, it had been a thou 
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ſand Pities, ſo fine a young Gentle- 

man as I, ſhould have married a Wo- 

man I did not like, from worldly 

Motives.—She warranted my Lady 

perfectly doated on me, and the plump 
Soul ſmirk'd at me, moſt encourag- 

ingly gracious, while ſhe ſpoke. —'Tis 
a Widow, Jack, and as coming as 
you pleaſe. —I am ſure, continued 
the Dame, my poor dear Huſband, 
Lord reſt his precious Soul—and ſhe 
ſqueezed for a Tear—was the Joy of 
my Heart. A Pains-taking Man he 
was, many a ſweet Babe I had by him. 
I'm ſure I ſhall never know his Fel- 
low—O, never fear, cry'd I, try a- 
gain, I'll warrant you—What a briſk 
Dame like you, live a Widow | Fie 
upon it— Ah! your Honour, ſaid: ſhe, 
AMmirkingly, are pleaſed to be jocular. 
But, for cartain, tis but a ſolantary 
kind of a Life—Solantary ! repeated 
£6 - | I, 
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I, *tis a perfect Purgatory, — You 
know what Purgatory is, Widow ?— 
No, not I, your Honour, anſwer' d 
ſhe —Why, tis to burn, ſaid I, with- 
out being conſumed ; — and, you 
know, the Apoſtle ſays, tis better te 
marry than burn — Aye, and to be 
ſure, ſo it is, cry'd ſhe; Fil warrant 
your Honour a deadly good Chrif- 
tian; I remembers, that Parſon Brown 
preach'd on that very dentical Text 
laſt Sunday, and a comfortable Sar- 
ment he made on't; I'm ſure it did 
my. Heart good to hear him talk fo 
purely about Marriage. and Virginity, 
and I don't know what all-—-How- 
ſomdever he ſaid, that the firſt beat 
the laſt all to Stiks. And ſo I thinks 
too.; for what did we come into the 
World fer, 1 trow ? What indeed, 
cry'd I, but to increaſe and multiply: 
Ah ! you are a rare merry Gentleman, 
| ſaid 
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ſaid ſne.— I would not be a handſome 
young Woman in your Way, for all the 
Rout you make about your Wife. —l 
have been thinking, aye twenty and 
twenty Times, ſince you began to ſpeak 
to me, what a pure Huſband you would 
have made for young Madam, the 
*Squire's Niece at the Hall. To be ſure, 
the is a ſweet pretty Body; all the Coun- 
try rings of her Beauty, but ſhe has been 
croſs'd in Love belike, as Folks ſay, 
and ſo ſhe mopes and takes on pite- 
ouſly; and there his Worſhip, Sir 
Roger, a deadly obſtinate Man, as it 
mould ſeem, wants her to marry one 
Sir James, what's his Name ? I forgets, 
To be ſure, I never meddles in other 
Men's Matters; and fo, as I was ſay- 
ing, he will have a Match on't, Rea- 
ſon or no Reaſon.— Well, what does 
the Gentry at the Hall do, when they 
ears how Matters went between Ma- 
l n . dam 
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darn and her Father,- but ſends for her 
here.—And what is become of her 
Lover? ſaid I careleſfsly.—Why, your 
Honour, he's at the Hall too, anſwer'd 
my Dame; and Folks talk, as if as 
how it would be a Match at laſt; to 
be ſure, Madam's like to marry ſome- 
body, and ſo they ſay as how ſhe be- 
gins to come too, as the Saying is; and 
to be ſure, his Worſhip is as likely a a 
Man, aye as you ſhall ſee in a hun- 
dred.—Y aur Honour indeed, is ano- 
ther gueſs Sort of a Gentleman too; but 
Compariſons are odious, as the Saying 
is; for to be ſure, what's one Man's 
Meat, is another Man's Poiſon.— In 
this Manner ran on her eternal Clack, 
till 1 retired to my Room, where, if I un- 
derſtand the Language of the Eyes (and 
who has ſtudied them more than thy 
Friend ?) ſhe would have been glad to 
have accompanied me; but ſhe had too 
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few Attractions, to make me prefer a 
Duet to a Solo. 


Next Day was ſpent in fretting, and 
wiſhing for my Uncle's Carriage—To 
be kept ſo long from a beloved Wife 
— ha! Fack,—In the Evening I took 
a Ramble, you may gueſs which Way 
I directed my wandering Steps, revol- 
ving in my Mind a thouſand differ- 
ent Schemes, to effect my intended 
' Purpoſe, but without being able poſi- 
tively to determine on any.—Loſt in 
Meditation, I wandered into a thick 
Wood at ſome Diſtance from the Hall. 
Ahe Sound of female Voices awaked 
me from my Reverie. —I ſtopp'd; 
liſten'd, and ſoon diſtinguiſh'd: that of 
my Dulcinea ; upon which 1 haſtily 
conceal'd myſelf behind the ſpreading 
Branches, where 1 could hear all that 
paſt, hay, even have a Peep at my fair 
W ; One, 
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One, without Danger of being ſeen.— 
By my Soul, Fack, ſhe's a ſweet 
Creature—O, thought I, my pretty 
Charmer ! had I but had Forecaſt 
enough to have come properly ac- 
companied, I would ſoon have rouzed 
you from this gentle placid Melan- 
choly, and changed your ſoft plaintive 
Note for one more animated.—You 
want ſome Adventure of that Nature, 
to rouze your Spirits. 


I was rejoiced however, that her 


Country Rambles gave me fo fair a 
Chance of effecting my Purpoſe; I 
determined to make the neceſſary Pre- 
parations, and then watch a fayour- 
able Opportunity to effect my Project. 
Another Circumſtance will be of 
Advantage to my Plot. I found for 
I was ſeveral Times mention'd during 
their Converſation—that ſhe believes 

me 
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me ſtill in Confinement.—She pitied 
me, Jack. —Poor Man, ſaid ſhe, ſigh- 
ing, he has early met with his Puniſh- 
ment for a diſorderly Life — What 
elſe could he expect from Courſes ſo 
- abandon'd ? I cannot refuſe him my 
Compaſſion; I hope by this Time, 
now he feels the Conſequence of his 
Crimes, his Repentance intitles him 
to it—He has Leiſure for Reflections; 
painful they muſt be to him, no 
doubt, but it may in the End pro- 
duce ſalutary Effets—TI wiſh, Sophia, 
we could prevail on my Uncle to re- 
lieve his Diſtreſs ; he is a Gentleman, 
and neither wants for Senſe nor Ge- 
nius; pity they are perverted to ſuch 
vile Purpoſes. —Pretty Preacher! I'll 
make you Amends ere many Days 


are paſt, for your intentional Gene- 


roſity. 


5 They 


» WH, 2 00 Wy; 0. V WP CY.. # 


% — 


The Woman ef Fasmou. 1 


They talk'd of her new Lover too. 
In female tete à tete, who ever knew 
that Subject omitted She expreſs'd 
the utmoſt Repugnance to the project- 
ed Alliance.— Ah! Sephia, cry'd he, 
ſighing, and putting her Hand to her 
Heart with a pretty Air Lord Darn- 
ly, Spite of his Faults, has till but 
too much Intereſt here. Forgive me, 
Heaven! I ſtruggle againſt this now 
guilty Weakneſs. — But, alas! my 
Friend, a Paſſion ſo deeply rooted 
is not eaſily conquer'd. 


She ſtopp'd on ſeeing the noble 
Knight, as I found he was, who at 


that Inftant made his Appearance, 
Upon my Word, Fack, a fightly 
Man as one ſhall fee in a thouſand, 
as my Dame ſays— A ſoft ſneaking 
Fellow of a Lover, however, not likely 
TH to 
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to make a Breach in a Lady's Heart. 
Fortune favours the Bold. — He ſtam- 
mer'd out a hundred aukward Apolo- 
gies for his Intruſion — I was pleaſed 
to find, by what he ſaid, that he is 
not often admitted of their Parties, 
He next talk'd of a Jaunt they were 
to take the following Day ; hoped the 
Weather would prove favourable ; ſa- 
gaciouſly obſerved it look'd rather 
cloudy, but it might clear up. To 
thoſe wiſe Remarks his Miſtreſs made 
but flight Anſwers.—Lord help the 
filly Soul! what other could he ex- 
pet ?—No Women like your creep- 
ing fidgeting Fellows. He eſſay'd to 
take her Hand; ſhe withdrew it with 
ſuch a ſcornful Air, that the poor 
Wretch put on a moſt Woe-be-gone 
Countenance ; figh'd piteouſly, and 
| ſcrew'd up his Features into the moſt 
- horrid Dejection you ever ſaw, —He 
has 
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has naturally one of your open un- 
thinking Faces. You cannot imagine 
what Conſuſion he puts it into, when 
he attempts to give it Expreſſion.— 
There's little to fear from a Rival of 
this Caſt, 


Mine Hoſteſs ran up this Moment. 
Sir, your Honour, cry'd ſhe, the 
Eſquire's Family are going by, you'll 
have a pure Opportunity of ſeeing 
Miſs now, if you have any Curioſity 
—[ can tell you *tis well worth your 
while; many a Gentleman has come 
Miles to have a Glimpſe of her. 
Away ſhe ſcuttled, that ſhe might not 
loſe the fine Shew herſelf—TI, you may 
believe, kept at a convenient Diſtance 
from the Windows, till the old Fa. 
mily- Machine had hobbled out of 
Sight. The jolly Knight, and his in- 
tended Son, came laſt; the former, 

in 
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in a flowing Tie Perriwig, large laced 
Hat, Jack-Boots, and full trimmed 
Coat ; the latter, white-gloved, and 
as ſpruce as a Bridegroom, ſpurred on 
his Jennet, to have a Glance-at his 
fair One, to ſhew his Horſemanſhip, 
and aſk the important Queſtion— 
„% Well Miſs, how are you now?“ 


Away they drove—and now Jack, 
I muſt bid you adieu. I have a thou- 
ſand Things to ſettle, —-O Fortune 
ſmile but this once, and 1 forgive all 
your former Frowns.— Force, Strata. 
gem, nothing ſhall be omitted, —If I 
fail—but I cannot, muſt not, nay, by 
Jupiter, I will not - fare wel- 
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LCL TERS 
To Mrs. FRAMPTON. 


I HOPE my obliging Friend is not 
indiſpoſed with the Fatigue of her 
Journey. *Tis impoſſible to tell you, 
how much we all regret the Loſs of 
your agreeable Company.—For my 
own Part, I have never been myſelf 
ſince you left us.—I entered your A- 
partment juſt now. How deſolate 
does it appear! I caſt myſelf into a 
Chair, gazed on the inimitable Flows 
er-piece you adorn'd it with—every 


Thing brings you to my Remem- | 
brance.— We have ſcarce open'd our 
Lips ſince you left us—Poor Henrietta” 


is particulary affected. I had never 
known the dear Girl fo lively as in your 


Company. 


— 
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Company. You had almoſt reconciled 
her to a Marriage, which her Father too 
peremptorily inſiſts on, and which all 
her Friends wiſh to take place. — But 
now you are gone, her Melancholy, 
her Repugnance to Sir James, again 
takes place. Why is it not in my 
Power to free the dear Creature from 
Perſecution, as ſhe calls it. But Sir 
Roger is inflexible. You know his deter- 
minate Temper, when he ſets his 
Heart on any Thing. We went Yeſ- 
terday on a Jaunt to , Why 
would you not be prevail'd on to ſtay 
and accompany us?— Mrs. Oſmond, 
the two Miſs Bruces, my Daughter, 
Niece, Brothers, and Sir James, were 
our Party.—1 found it impoſſible to be 
gay, tho' nothing was omitted that 
was likely to amuſe us. Henrietta was 
ſtill leſs in Spirits. Her Lover's Ten- 
derneſs and Aſſiduity, werereturn'd with 
| 6 a more 
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a more than uſual Coolneſs and Re- 
ſerve,—l gave her ſome gentle Hints, 
but there was no perſuading her to 
change her Conduct. Sir Roger took 
Notice of her Behaviour, and ſpoke to 
me of it in very warm Terms—Vow'd 
he would no longer indulge her un- 
reaſonable Freaks—ſhe ſhould know 
more of his Mind ere it were long.— 
He was violently out of Humour for the 
Remainder of the Day, I trembled for 
the threaten'd Lecture; yet little ima- 
gined, he would treat his Daughter with 
ſo much Severity as he did. 


The ſweet Girl has but too much 
Senfibility, and now her Spirits are 
weaken'd, ſhe could not fail to be 
deeply affected with his Diſpleaſure. 
Every Body but him was moved at her 
Tears. Without regarding them, he 
peremptorily declared, ſhe ſhould be 
Vol. II. 5 0 the 


prevail on him to allow her more Time; 
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the Wife of Sir James, and that too 
in leſs than a Week, take it as ſhe 
would. He was wearied out with her 
obitinate Folly. —She- caſt herſelf at 
his Feet, embraced his Knees—Pity 
me, my-Father, cry'd ſhe, weeping— 
intreat for me my Friends.—l cannot 
Alas! drive me not to Deſpair—He 
diſengaged himſelf from her. — No 
more whining Girl, I won't hear you. 
Shall ha'un, by the Lord Harry, ſhall 
ye, and ſee who dare diſpute my Will 
and Power. What a Plague! are you 
not my Daughter? have I not a Right 
to diſpoſe of you, to whom, and 
when 1 pleaſe? I won't be palaver'd 
out of my Prerogative. 


In vain did we endeavour to calm 
him. He was obſtinate in his Determi- 
nation, nor could Henrie/ta's Intreaties 


ſhe 
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ſhe would then endeavour to reconcile 
herſelf to his too arbitrary Commands 
Leave me Girl, cry'd he, I won't hear 
you. You have been the Plagbe of 
my Life you know I love you. | You 
know I ſtudy nothing but your Good 
in what I infiſt on; What a dickens 
would you have more I tell you 
again, I won't hear you, + won't be 
plagued; ſhalt ha' un, and there's an 
End on't. Lou have play'd the Fool 
long enough. I ſhall never be at Reſt 
till you are fairly matried -O Duty! 
inexorable Duty! ſaid ſhe weeping, 
muſt I then ſacrifice my Happineſs to 
you II wiſh to obey; but alas! how 
Mall I govern my refractory Heart. 
Pity me Sir, I deſire no Favour, but 
to be permitted to continue ſingle.— 
Come along Brother, interrupted Sir 
Roper, there's no dealing with theſe 
Women, they will ever have the laſt 
H 2 Word. 
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Word. But, were they to prate till 
Doomſday, I would not change my 
Purpoſe.—Then taking his Daughter's 
Hand, and ſoftening his Voice, don't 
be obſtinate Henny, how can you vex 
your poor Father ſo? What Objections 
can you have to Sir James? is he not 
a worthy honeſt Man ?—a perſonable 
Man too? Does he not perfectly doat 
on you, tho' you uſe him ſo unkindly 
—By the Lord Harry, I'd ſee you 
hang'd firſt, before I'd take the Uſage 
he puts up with from you.—But he 
loves. you, as he told me Yeſterday, 
as never Man loved Woman.—Why, 
Girl, you'll be as happy as the Day's 
long, if you will but ha*'un—and then 
what a fine Eſtate he has.—Talk not 
to me of Fortune, interrupted ſhe, I 
deſpiſe his Riches.—1 diſpute not his 
good Qualities. He may be a worthy 
Man,—He is univerſally allowed to 
e be 
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be ſo, ſaid my Brother. You would 
perhaps, be more ſenſible of his Worth, 
if he took leſs Pains to convince you 
of his Paſſion. Believe me, Sir Roger, 
you are not likely to gain your Point, 
as | have often told you, by theſe ar- 
bitrary Means—I won't be tutor'd 
Brother, interrupted he, with Indigna- 
tion, You think yourſelf wiſer than 
all the World, but I want none of 
your Advice, What a Cickens! to 
govern my Child, My Brother an- 
ſwer'd with Warmth— Henrietta was 
alarm'd— Dear Sir, taking her Unele's 
Hand, let me intreat you to be calm 
—then embracing her Father — I 
cannot bear to ſee you thus. —Forbid 
it, Heaven! that I ſhould be the un- 
happy Cauſe of any Difference between 
the beſt of Brothers, —-I will rather 
ah! can I then, added ſhe, after a 
Pauſe, raiſing her ſtreaming Eyes 

H 3 Let 
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Yet what would I not do, to make you 
happy.!—But do not be too precipitate, 
let me have Time to reflect on what 
I am going to do.—Now you are my 
Child again, cry'd Sir Roger, preſſing 
her to his Breaſt, my beloved Child. — 
If you will but conſent to marry the 
worthy Walton, you ſhall fee what I 
will do for you. Tou ſhall have the 
fineſt Cloaths that can be bought for 
Money; the fineſt Equipage—not a 
Lady in the Land ſhall come up to 
you. — Ah! Sir, interrupted ſhe, ſighing 
but I will not interrupt your pre- 
ſent good Humour, permit me to 
retire—ſhe did ſo. 


At Dinner ſhe again made her Ap- 
pearance.—Sir James was with us, She 


look'd pale and dejected. Her Eyes 
ſhew'd ſhe had been weeping. She 


paid her ſilent Reſpects to him, and 
1 E took 


the Shoulder, I told you how it would 
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took her Place. Sir Roger wink'd, 
ſmiled at Sir James, and pointed to a 
Seat next her, of which he thus en- 
couraged immediately took Poſſeſſion. 
— He had before had a Hint of his 
approaching Happineſs, and his Rap- 
tures broke forth in Spite of his Timi- 
dity.—He ſpoke more than I had ever 
before heard him in my Niece's Pre- 
ſence—Her Anſwers were tolerably ci- 
vil; but ſhe cautiouſly avoided meeting 
his Eyes, which were continually fix'd 
on her with Tranſport. Sir Roger's 
Joy, every now and then, broke forth 
in a Manner, that I could fee greatly 
diſtreſs'd our lovely Heurietla. When 
the Deſert was ſerved, her aſſiduous 
Lover begged Leave tohelpherto ſome 
Fruit. She condeſcended to receive it 
from his Hands. — Her Father was in 
Extaſy.— He clapp'd my Brother on 
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be Charles, too audibly whiſper'd he, 
I knew it was only a few maideniſh 
Airs.—Then ſmiled, and again encou- 
ragingly nodded his Head at Sir James. 
My Niece was cover'd with Bluſhes, 
but they were rather thoſe of Anger 
than Confuſion. She affected a ſudden 
Indiſpoſition, fearing her Reſentment 
might make her ſorget the Promiſe ſhe 
had given her Father, and ſoon atter 
retired. — Adiev, my dear Friend, 
They tell me my Daughter has juſt 
received a Letter from her Huſband. 


He is (till in Zondon, His Buſineſs has to 
been more tedious than we expected. to 
He was privately to make Enquiry a- — 


bout the ungrateful Lord Darnly.—She 
brings it co me. I am impatient to 
learn the Contents. My poor Henri- 
eta! why thoſe Emotions? Ought an 
Ingrate?—Oace more adieu—the dear 
Girl is in violent Agitations—Your's, tt 
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LETTER XL. VII. 
To the SAME. 


Y Son will be with us in a few 
11 Days. He has not yet ſeen Lord 
Darnly, but all the World confirm 
the Report of his Marriage, which in- 
deed, we had no Reaſon, from the 
firſt to doubt, except from a Belief, 
that he had more Gratitude than not 
to inform my Brother of it. He is gone 
to one of his Country-Seats, it ſeems. 
—His Lady is in Town.— Strange, 
that ſhe did not accompany him ! Peircy, 
who judges of others by himſelf, was 


always of Opinion, that we ſhould 


find him leſs culpable than he appear'd; . 
be is deſirous of ſeeing him before he re- 
turns. It is indeed, in ſome Meaſure 
| H 5 neceſſary, 
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neceſſary, as he is concern'd in the 
Affair, which obliged him to go to 
London — He has ſome Thoughts of pay- 
ing him a Viſit in the Country.— This 
Part of his Letter we thought proper 
to conceal from my Brother, fearing 
he might blame his Condeſcenfion— 
But Sophia own'd ſhe had deſired him 
not to leave Town, till he had ſeen, 
and particularly inform'd himſelf of 
all that regards that once highly eſ- 
teem'd Nobleman.— It is eaſy to gueſs 
who inſtigated her to this. 


Ah! the dear Henrietta] to what 
Purpoſe ſhould ſhe wiſh to make thoſe 
Enquiries !—Her Melancholy is increaſ- 
ed ſince the Arrival of this Letter. 
Perhaps-ſhe ſtill fondly hoped, the Re- 


port of his Marriage might be without 


Foundation, We have long cautiouſly 
avoided mentiopving him; but nom, 
42 23 J fear, 
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I fear, he is but too much the Subject 
of Converſation, at leaſt between my 
Daughter and her. They are continually 
ſnut up together in her Apartment.— 1 
gently chid Sophia for encouraging, ra- 
ther than endeavouring to aſſiſt in cur- 
ing her hopeleſs ill placed Paſſion.— 
Ah! my dear Mamma, cry'd ſhe, what 
can I do? my lovely Couſin takes a. 
melancholy Pleaſure in talking of the 
amiable Youth. -Ought I to refuſe 
her that trifling Conſolation? is ſhe not 
ſufficiently tormented by an unfeeling 
Father? ſhall I roo, her Friend, join. 
with her Perſecutors? Why is ſhe not 
permitted to Jive ſingle ? *tis all ſhe- 
requires. Muſt ſhe alas! be ſacrificed 
to the Man her Heart rejects.—Plead 
for her Madam, you have ſome In- 
fluence over Sir Roger, I dare nor, 
his boiſterous Ways terrify me. He 
regards not my Tears. How. ſhould: 
| H 6 they, 
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they affect him, when his charming 


Daughter's far more eloquent Sorrow 


fails to move 


You may believe there is no Need of 
her Intreaties to make me eſpouſe the 
Cauſe of our loved Henrietta, but what 
can I do? My Brother is determinately 
fix'd on the Marriage.—Did I tell you, 
my Friend, that poor Williamſon, at 
my Niece's Deſire, is removed to this 
Neighbourhood. —She ſtill continues to 
merit our good Opinion, if we may 
judge by her Behaviour. Henm is firmly 
convinced of her ſincere Repentance. 
I, however, who know rather more 
of the World, think it no Breach of 
Charity to ſuſpend my Judgment, till 
Time has given me more convincing 
Proofs of it. I ſometimes call upon 
her, and 'tis certain ſhe behaves with 
great Decency—I am ſummon'd to 

Dinner. 
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Dinner. The Father of my dear 
Henny, Mrs. Oſmond, and Sir James 
are to be our Gueſts—Adieu, your's, 


s 
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LETTER XLVII. 
To Jon Banks, E;, 


ppt wet Delays, Fack, no con- 
venient Opportunity for putting 

my grand Project in Execution, tho? 
every Thing has, for ſome Days, been 
in Readineſs. But I muſt have Patience; 
ſhould it miſcarry, I am irretrievably 
ruin'd. Wiſely and lowly. They 
ſtumble that go faſt ; tis a confounded 
Thing tho' to be ſo long confined to 
the horrid Country. Nothing but the 
Deſire and Proſpe& of dear Revenge 
could make it ſupportable.— I have 
0 changed 
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changed my Lodgings, for Fear of 
Suſpicion.ä— The plump Soul, mine 
Hoſteſs, began to expreſs a little Won- 
derment that my Uncle ſo long delay'd 
his coming; upon which I order'd the 
Carriage I had in waiting to make its 
Appearance, bid the kind Dame fare- 
wel, whipped into it with all the Extaſy 
of a doating Huſband—doating indeed, 
if I could be ſo impatient to viſit that 
everlaſting Comfort a Wife.—l drove 
a Mile or two; left it at a convenient 
Diſtance from the intended Scene of 
Action, to be in Readineſs at a Mi- 
nute's Warning the Fellow proper ly 
tutor'd, without however, being too 
far let into the Secret—another I have 
hired as my Valet ill Thomſon— 
vou have the Honour to know him, 
believe Tis not the firſt Time 1 
procured him reputable Employment 
tis a Fellow of tried Fidelity, and 

one 
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oye who has beſides, a Head naturally 


'turn'd for Stratagem l muſt leave you 


abruptly Jack. Will, who has been 
reconnoitering, is juſt return'd. By 
his Looks, I gueſs he brings ſome fa- 
vourable Intelligence—Your's, 


G. OpRIAN. 
LETTER XLIX. 
To Mrs. PEIR CY. 


T HE Deſire of obliging my dear- 
eſt Sophia, has more Weight with 
her Harry than his own Heppineſsg— 
What do I ſay? can any' Thing more 
powerfully contribute to it, than gra- 
tifying her every Wiſh—l reprels'd my 
Eagerneſs to return, in order to ſatify 
your Cutioſity with regard to Lord 
Dorn(y.—But for. the Time I have 

employ d 
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employ'd in Enquiries and Endeavours 
to ſee him, I ſhould, ere now, have 
had the Heart-felt Joy of embracing 
my deareſt Life, and the reſt of my 
valued Friends. —Bufineſs no longer 
detains me here. Nor need he— l have 
alas! heard but too much of him, for 
one who hoped to find him more wor- 


thy of Eſteem.—Yowll be greatly 


ſnock'd at what I am going to com- 
municate. I think we muſt ſpare the 
gentle Henrietta the Pain of knowing 
it.—Who could have believed a vir- 
tuous Mind would fo ſoon be fo utterly 
depraved !—How contagious is Vice 
— My Antipathy to a Town Life daily 
increaſes. Happy are we, my Sophia, 
in a peaceful Retirement, where alone 
we can preſerve our Innocence, our 
Purity of Manners. Cuſtom and Ex- 
ample here give Encouragement and 
Sanction to Vices, which we have been 
taught to regard with Horror, 

| | ; How 
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. : 

How fatal have they proved to the 
unfortunate Darnly ! Unfortunate I 
call him, for, however Pleaſure may 
at preſent intoxicate and ſtifle Convic- 
tion, he will one Day be ſenſible he is 
ſo, and too late awaken from his 
Dream of Happineſs to Sorrow and 
Remorſe.— An ill-placed Paſſion firſt 
miſled his Judgment. He, no doubt, 
bluſh'd to avow it to his Friend. In- 
gratitude follow'd ; once guilty of 
that, and we need wonder at nothing. 
His Marriage, imprudent as it is, and 
though attended with ſuch unjuſtifiable 
Circumſtances, is the leaſt faulty Part 
of his Conduct. Would you believe 
it, my Sophia !/—No, your virtuous 
Mind can have no Idea of ſuch Crimes. 
I can hardly myſelf, even after the 
ſtrongeſt Proofs, give credit to it,— 
He no longer loves his raſhly choſen- 
Lady 
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Lady—A new Paſſion already en- 
groſſes all his Attention ; a Paſſion, 
were he even ſingle, if poſſible, more 
unjuſtifiable than the former ;—he is 
not, as I was firſt inform'd, at his 
Country-Seat. — No—the Object of 
his guilty Attachment, is placed in an 
obſcure Retreat not far diſtant from 
Town. There, regardleſs of his Cha- 
rater, of the World's Cenſure, and 
what 4s ſtill worſe, regardleſs of the 
folemn Engagement into which he has 
enter'd, he conſtantly viſits her. —His 
Lady every Body pities; her Character 
is not generally known. She has had 
Art enough to ſave Appearances, Her 
Reputation, though not quite ſpotleſs, 
is nevertheleſs upon a Parity with many, 
who make no contemptible Figure in 
the Beau Monde. —'Tis not Charity 
now-a-days, but Quality which covers 
the Multitude of Sing—1 have never 


met. 


The Woman of FASHION. 1877 


4 met with her either in private Com- 
, pany, or at public Places, ſince I. 
e came to Town; ſo far her Conduct 
is is prudent. Who knows but Mar- 
is riage, bad her Lord behaved gene- 
of rouſly, might have given her a more juſt 
2 Way of thinking. 
n | 
* This, my deareſt Life, is a conciſe 
d Account (the Subject is too diſagree- 
e able to be enlarged on) of what I have 
* learnt from my Enquiries. 1 look, 
* forward to the Happineſs of being 
on with you in a few Days.—I am con- 
d cerd'd at the Conduct of Sir Roger. 
* What muſt not our amiable Henrietta 
, ſuffer, in being thus perſecuted? Sir 
Q James is a worthy Man, but I cannot 
n think he is formed to make her hap- 
y py. He has not that Delicacy, that 
8 Refinement of Sentiment, that is likely 
F to engage a Heart Uge her's. He is a 


e plain, 
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plain, honeſt Man; an eſtimable Cha- mM 
G rafter, but a Lover requires ſome- 
4 thing more; Qualities leſs valuable 1 1 
indeed, but more pleaſing. Why will 
not her Father have Patience? I, as Da 


little as he does, approve her Choice 
of a ſingle Life; a Mother of a Fami- the 


ly is what every virtuous Woman I w 
ſhould aſpire to be, as not only more bin 
uſeful to Society, but more honourable ka 
than the Virgin State. And what, my his 
Sophia! is ſo exquiſitely endearing as anc 
that Connection, which an Union of has 
Hearts as: well as Hands has form'd ! he 
—Let us endeavour to perſuade her Fa- 1 
7 5 for 
ther to be leſs precipitate; an agreeable * 
Man may offer, to whom ſhe can, 2 
without Reluctance, conſent to be 3 
united. I hope he will yet be prevailed 1s 
on to alter his Reſolution. Surely a * 


Parent cannot long reſiſt the Voice of 


1 
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Nature, awaken'd by the powerful 
n of a Child like her. 


I char EE ſet off for 


, but that Iſtill: wiſh to ſee Lord 


Darnly ; perhaps my Remonſtrances 
may have ſome Weight with him; as 
the Friend of my valued Mr. Groves, 
I would do all in my Power to recall 
bim to the Paths of Virtue. Who 
knows what Effect my bringing to 
his Remembrance that worthy Man, 
and conſequently the Obligations he 
has to him, may produce? No doubt 
he endeavours to baniſh from his 
Thoughts what muſt make him bluſh 
for his Ingratitude, if he is not loſt to 
every Senſe of Shame. — The Sight of 
me may awaken his Remorſe. I have 
already been two or three Times at his 
Lodgings, but was always told he 
was in the Country. I will once more 

attempt 
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attempt ſeeing him; if I fail again, 
my eagerly wiſh'd for Journey ſhall 
no longer be deferred—Farewel, my 
deareſt” Eife. The warmeſt Profeſ 
ſions would but ill expreſs the Fervor 
of my Affections, I will not then 
diſcredit my Love by the fruitleſs Ef- 
fort. You know my Heart, and you 
know too, that it is wholly your's. 
Aſſure our charming Friend of my 
beſt Wiſhes.—Tell Mrs. Camply—but 


I ſhall ſee you all in a few Days, and 


will then ſpeak for myſelf, —Adiev, 
my Angel. 9 OP 0 


Your's, 


HENRY Percy. 


V. 
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LETTER L. 
To Lady Diana DORM ER. 


OU are revenged—I am puniſh- 

ed for my Treachery, Lord Darn- 
ly is loſt to us both.— I write rather to 
eaſe the Torture of my Mind, than 
with Hopes of ſoftening, you into For- 
giveneſs. Hearts ſo depraved as ours, 
were not form'd for Friendſhip ; *tis 
a Paſſion too noble, we are incapable 
of it, A Similarity of Sentiments firſt 
attached us to each other; that At- 


tachment ſubſiſted, till our Iatereſts 


became incompatible—But would you 
—or could you be ſo ignorant of my 
Diſpoſition, as to expect I ſhould pre- 
fer your Happineſs to my on? 


Ah! you. know the World too well. 


— Friendſhip, even amongſt the Vir- 
tuous, is ſeldom” carried to that ro- 
mantic 


192 The Woman of Fasnion. 
mantic Height— tis little more than 
an Intercourſe of Civility—While we 
-amule; or are neceſſary to each other, 
we are Friends but no longer How 
ſhould we, who make Pleaſure our 
Idol, who live but to gratify our 
Paſſions, be capable of a generous 
diſintereſted Friendſhip — Vain Chi- 
mera ! —examine your own Heart 
and you will acquit me.—1I acted but as 
you would have done in my Place, . 


I was faithful to you, while it claſh- 


ed not with my Intereſt to be ſo.— 
You could expect no more—when I 
became your Rival, I ceaſed to be 
your nominal Friend; betray'd your 
Confidence, becauſe 1 ſaw no other 
Way to deſtroy Lord Darnh's too fa- 
vourable Opinion of you. — Would 
you, Lady Die, have been more ſcru- 
pulous in the ſame Circumſtances ?— 


4 you 
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you dare not ſay you would. Why 
then thoſe violent Reproaches with 
which you load me? Were I inclined 
to recriminate, tis / that ought to 
reproach, -But for your Encourage- 
ment and Example, I need not, at 
this Moment, have been the abject 
Creature I now am, even in my own 
Eyes. Who but you ſeduced my un- 
experienced Youth, into the flowery 
Paths of Vice ?—RefleR a little on the 
former Scenes— I was comparatively 
virtuous, when my evil Genius firſt 
led me to your Acquaintance—You 
found indeed, but too ſuſceptible a 
Heart to work upon ; a Mind, if not 
a Perſon, already depraved - ſtrong 
Paſſions, unreſtrain'd by Education or 


Religion — my wavering Faith was 


ſoon extinguiſhed, by the Society in- 
to which you introduced me, - But 
enough of this am loſt—tuin'd 

Vor. Il, I no 
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no Matter from what Cauſe; let me 
rather relate the Manner, in which J 
became acquainted with the moſt dan - 
gerouſly lovely of his Sex z—and- that, 
as I before ſaid, not ſo much to grati- 
fy your Curioſity, as to divert my 
tortured Mind from my preſent Miſery, 
by a Recollection of the almoſt only 
happy Moment of my Life. Fatal 
Happineſs ! what has it not coſt me to 
taſte, for the firſt Time, the Pleaſure 
of loving; a Paſſion to which, not- 
withſtanding my Connection with 
Granville, 1 find my Heart had til! 
that Moment been a Stranger, only to 
be plunged into Deſpair- but to my 
Narrative. 


My Health was perſectly re- eſta- 
bliſh'd. Lord Granville had received 
a Summons from his. Father; the 


Country was no longer neceſſary. 
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Long had I been ſick of it, as well as 
a Lover, whoſe cool Behaviour no long- 


er ſpoke him ſuch.— ! ſet off therefore, 


on my Return to Town; my Maid in 
the Chaiſe with me, no other Atten-+ 
dant, I diſcharged all my other Ser- 
vants before I went to my Retreat— 
a neceſſary. Precaution in my Situation. 
We had juſt enter'd *** Common, 
when our Horſes took Fright. The 
Poſtillion was no longer able to ma- 
nage them; he was with Violence 
thrown from his Seat.— Imagine my 
dreadful Situation, when a Gentleman 
paſſing that Way, flew to our Aſſiſt- 
ance, He endeavour'd” to get before 
the Chaiſe, in order to ſtop it, but in 
vain, It ruſh'd by; the Shock almoſt- 
threw him from his Hotſe. = Qur* 
Klight was at laſt intercepted by a Gate, 
againſt which the Horſes ran wich 
ſuch Violence, that the Carriage was 
EO I 2 over- 
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overturn'd. -—- The Glaſſes were un- 
luckily drawn up—l received ſeveral 
Cuts in my Right-Arm, and one on 


my Forehead, beſides being much 


bruiſed. 


I had fainted through Terror, and 
when I recover'd, found myſelf in the 
Arms of the handſomeſt Man I ever 
beheld—With a - Manner inexpreſſi- 
bly tender, he endeavour'd to bind up 
my Wounds, gazed on me with the 
moſt engaging Sweetneſs, and preſs'd 
my bleeding Face to his Breaſt, 


where I had reclined it. I ſigh'd—1 


could not ſpeak. The Poſtillion, who 
had received no. Injury from his Fall, 
now came up to us. Some People 
that were paſſing, aſſiſted him to put 
the Carriage in Order—The Hotlſes 
were no longer unruly ; my eharming 
Dehverer afk'd, if 1 durſt venture 


again 
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again to truſt myſelf in it. There was 
no Town within leſs than a Mile, it 
would be impoſſible, in my Condition, 
. to think of walking; he would order 
one of the Men to lead the Horſes 
to prevent any further Accident—l 
agreed to his Propoſal. —Ah ! Lady 
Dre, is it in Nature to refuſe him any 
Thing ! 2 

He led me to the Carriage; I wiſh- 
ed he had taken his Seat by me. But 
what then was to become of poor Bab, 
who- was in little better Condition than 
her Lady.—We drove ſlow— He rode 
by the Side of the Chaiſe, every Mo- 
ment tenderly enquiring, with endear- 
ing Anxiety, bow I was.—I order'd 
the Boy to drive me back to B. it was 
but two or three Miles diſtant, and I 
could there be better accommodated 
than at an Ian,—l bad farther Views. 

I 3 in- 
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in going back there, for, from the 
firſt Moment I beheld the agreeable 
Stranger, 1 formed the Hope of attach- 
ing him to me by flronger Ties than 
_ thoſe of Compaſſion—It was near five 
o'Clack in the Aſternoon when I got 
Home. The People of the Houſe 
were no leſs ſurpriſed than alarm- 
ed, at the Condition in which they 
{aw me—lI was with Difficulty con- 
vey'd to my Apartment. My new. 
Friend ſtaid a few Moments below, to 
reward the Men who had aſſiſted us, 
then follow'd me, but almoſt inſtant- 
ly hurrying down again, bid one of 
thoſe Men wait; J heard bim ſay, I. 
have a Letter to ſend by you to 
Town.—He return'd to me. I lay re- 
clined on a Couch, hoped I was a lit- 
tle recover'd from my Fright ; aſk'd 
if my Arm- pale d me — ſhould he 
£14 1 4 * 
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fend for a Surgeen—No, anſwer'd J, 
the Wounds are but fl ght, I feel no 
great Uncaſineſs from them. 


A Servant brought in Materials for 
writing — Will you excuſe me, Ma- 
dam, ſaid he, I had an Engagement 
in Town this 'Evening—Little did [ 
imagine my Airing, would make me 


— Witneſs to ſo alarming a Scene—1 


muſt fend an Apology to my Friend. 
Female Curioſity operated ſtrongly at 
that Moment, I long'd anxioufly: to 
know for whom this Epiſtle was uns 
tended — whether Male or Female 
—] whiſper'd Bab, who placed herſelf 
behind his Chair while he: wrote 
the Direction, then ſtealigg to me 
—To Lady Diana Dormer, ſaid ſhe, 
ſoftly.— Gueſs my Surpriſe. Ne had 
not yet ſeal'd it. For Heaven's 
ane Bab, get Poſſeſſiop of it, ret 
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turn'd I, Watch when the Fellow 
goes off—tell him there is a Miſ- 
take ; get the Letter from him, and 
let him go about his Buſineſs, — ' 
Never fear, Madam, cry'd ſhe, III 
manage it.— My Swain went down to 
give his Meſſenger Inſtructions. She 
follow'd, and returning ſoon after, by 
a ſignificant Look gave me ta un- 
derſtand, ſhe had ſucceeded in her 
Deſign, 


Mean Time his Lordſhip, obſerv- 
ing that I look'd pale, without wait- 
ing for my Conſent, ſent to the neigh- 
bouring Town for a Surgeon.—I 
knew nothing of it, till the Gentle» 
man enter'd my Apartment; they 
perſuaded me to loſe a little Blood. 1 
found myſcif better after an Operation, 
to which, however, 1 have an utter 
Se Had it not been for the 
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tender ſntreaties of Lord Datnhy, 1 
would never have conſented to it.— 
As it was thought neceffary I ſhould: 


be put to Bed, he bid me adieu; ſald, 


it was too late to return to Town that 
Night; he ſhould therefore ſtay at the 


next Village, and would do himſelf 


the Honour of waiting oh me the "ee 
Morning. 


Mr. Bernt the Surgeon, who had 
receiv'd from him a particular Ac- 
count of the Accident, politely invited 
him to his Houſe they went out to- 
gether — 1 theh eagetly open'd his 
Letter, which Bab now deliver'd to 
me But gueſs my Emotions, when b 
found he was your admired Lord 
Daryly.——1 had a few Qualtns=Saf- 
love, however, ſbori got che Victory. 
— The Night was ſpent in a thouſand 
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2dorable Lover.—Of Matrimony.I had 
not the leaſt Hope; but a leſs honour» 
able Connexion would ſatisfy, my 
Love at leaſt, if not my Pride; 1 
truſted not only to my Charms, but 


to his Heart, already ſoften'd with 


Pity ; and as it was viſible he had 3 
great Share of Seoſibility. I though; 
it might not be amiſs to awaken his 


Hopes, by ſhewing him, he would 


dot find in me one of the rigidly 
. 1 E 


bis hoyeyer. required Addreſs—1 
determined to make him the pretended 
Conkigant of my ughappy Story. My 
ready Invention, ſoon compoſed one 
for the Occaſion — He came in che 
Morning. agrecable to his Promiſe, 
and -appear'd ſtill more lovely than 
the. preceding Day. My Features 
0 n a ſaſt Langour; 1 1 
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in Reality greatly indiſpoſed. He 
ſeated himſelf by me on the Couch 
all gentle and aſſiduous his Manner. 
| ſigh'd frequently — now and then 
ſtole a timid Glance — then figh'd 
again He tenderly enquited into che 


Cauſe of my Dejetion—hoped it. prov 


ceeded from nothing but the Remem- 
brance of my Yeſterday's:unfortunate 
Accident—if from any Thing elſes 
could he be of Service to mei might 
command him to the utmolt of his 
Power. — Alas! Sir— and 1 look'd at 
him with a Kind of baſhful Tender 
neſs—my Yeſterday's Adventure was 
almoſt the leaſt unfortunate Part of 


my Life.—It had been happy-for me, 


had it put an End to my--wretched 
Days! pulled out my Handkerchief 
to conceal my— Want of Tears.—He 
was affected. Good Heavens! Ma- 
dam, a Lady ſo young! ſo beau 
£41 16 ful 
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ful! you have greatly intereſted me. 
I dare not preſume on fo ſhort an Ac- 
quaintance, to expect you ſhould place 
much Confidence in me, but, if my 
Friendſhip—ah! name not Friendſhip, 
interrupted I, a falſe Friend has been 
my Ruin—O, Lady Die! railing my 
watery Eyes—deceitful, treacherous 
Woman, to What have you reduced 
me! Who would have ſuſpected— 


Lady Die exclaim'd he, with Emo- 
tion but it cannot be the ſame.— By 
your Agitation at that Name, faid J, 
Jam half perſuaded you are that very 
Lord Darniy, whom ſhe has ſo artfully 
endeavour'd to inſnare.— Ah! Sir, if 
you are—] pauſed and look'd atten- 
tively on him What if Iam, Madam, 
ery's he with Impatience?—Then, my 
Lord, anſwer'd I, you have been eruelly 
deceived, you have honour'd one of 
9 1 the 
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the vileſt of her Sex with your Eſteem 
—a Woman you would deteſt, did 
you know, like me, the Badneſs of 
her Heart—I ſtopp'd—Forgive me, 
Sir, perhaps ſhe is your Wife—but 
Wrongs like mine, are not to be borne 
in Silence. —Proceed, return'd he, with 
Emotion, ſhe is not, but ſurely you 
are miſtaken in the Perfon.—Ah! no, 
faid I, I know your Aﬀairs better than” 
you do yourſelf; and have, alas! a more 
fatal Reafon to know her—the Cauſe 
of all my Miſery—a hopeleſs Orphan; 
well born, well educated, / virtuous, 
till her pernicious Counſel and Example 
I ſtopp'd, and affected to burſt into 
Tears. He was moved at my Diſtreſo; 
a ſympathiſing Drop ſtole down his 
Cheek.— I figh'd deeply, and appear d 
ready to faint, while, as if uaknowing 
what I did, I reclined my Head oh 
his Shoulder,-He was tenderly aſſi- 


LF duous 
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duous to recover me. That effected, 
] proceeded to reveal to him the Na- 
ture of your Connexion with Obrian, 
the. Methods you had taken to draw 
his Lordſhip into a Marriage, and a 
thouſand other Circumſtances of your 
names nokia | 


* 
1 


He raiſed his Hands pa yore in 
_ Aſtoniſhment. He had not Power 
to ſpeak, but travers'd the Room in 
violent Agitations.—At laſt but what 
of my Henrietta? cry'd he, fighing, 
Perhaps too, you can give me Intelli- 
gence of that lovely, unfortunate 
Maid, I no longer doubt her having 
been betray'd, by theſe execrable Arts, 
She could not, ſhe. would not, volun- 
tarily have gore off with ſuch a Wretch, 
— Why did I give Credit to the unjuſt 
OY: 5 | 1e. 
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" of — Aﬀair 1 — Urne faig L, 
only. that her Misfortunes are now re- 
medileſs. For of this I am well aſſur - 
ed, ſhe has for ſome Time paſt been 
the Wife of him, from ſhe found no 
Means to eſcape. You may believe, 
Lady Die, | was as pnnilling as you, 
he ſhould doubt her ' Marriagg—Villain, 
cry'd he, colouring with Rage but I 
may yetlivetorevenge my injured Love, 
—He then talk'd of going to? 
Expreſs'd his Surpriſe, that his Friend 
Mr. Groves ſhould not anſwer his Let. 
ters —Ah! Sir, ſaid I, you need expect 
no Anſwers from that Quarter, her 
Lady ſhip has irreconcileably incenſed 
that Family againſt you. Tour unſuſ⸗ 

pecting Nature, my Lord, continued 
J. was but an ill Match for one of ber 
deep Diſſimulation. You, are not the 
ficſt her py have deceived; 
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but I am ſurpriſed you ſhould not be 


better acquainted with her Character. 


-The World is no Stranger to her 


Intrigues, cautious as ſhe is to preſerve 


Appearances.— Tis impoſſible to de- 
ſcribe the various Emotions that were 
viſible in his lovely Countenance, during 
my Diſcourſe. He liſtened to me in 
Silence. Language was too faint to 
expreſs his Surpriſe.—He ſat for ſome 
Time, his Eyes fix*d on the Floor; 
when I had done ſpeaking, as if loſt in 
Thought - then ſuddenly ſtarting from 
his Reverie—yes, I will go—my Friend 
mall no longer harbour thoſe unjuſt 
Suſpicions.—But then my juſt Ven- 
geance—ah! can I delay that No; 
J will find out the Villain. That ſhall 
now engroſs my whole Attention—that 
deſpicable Woman too—yet her Seal 
No ; ſhe is below my Notice, _ 
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Thus in broken Sentences, did he 
vent his Indignation, I endeavour'd 
to calm him, and by Degrees engaged 
his Attention by a well invented Tale 
of Miſery—I the unfortunate Heroine, 
— How engagingly did he expreſs his 
Pity! and not barren Pity only, he 
generouſly aſſured me I might com- 
mand his Fortune. I wiſh'd to make 
myſelf dependent on him, as the only 
Method I could think of to bring on a 
more endearing Connexion. It grew 
late, He began to talk of going, 
when behold I was conveniently ſeized 
with fainting Fits—No Wonder, my 
Indiſpoſition, and the Agitations I had 
put myſelf into by relating my un- 
happy Story, might well produce that 
Effect. Thoſe Fits too were ſo violent 
and often repeated, that the dear Crea- 


ture begun to be Kc itn for my 
Life, 


* 
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Life.—In Spite of his ſo eagerly deſired 
Vengeance, Compaſſion prevail'd. He 


found it impoſſible to leave me in that 


Condition. The 'Surgeon was again 
ſent for, till he could procure better 
Advice. I counterfeited to a Miracle. 
Thus 1 made ſhift to detain him another 
Night. 


Early next Morning he again came 
to wait on me. Bad only made her 
Appearance, Her Lady was more 
dangerouſly ill than the preceding 
Day. He went to Town, however, 
but generouſly return'd in the Evening 
with a Phyſician. —You, mean Time, 
ſurpriſeck at not ſeeing him, employ'd 
your Spies ſo ſucceſsfully, that they 
traced him to my Houſe. | Jealouſy 


and Rage took Poſſeſſion of you. You 


ſpread the malicious Report of our 
ſuppoſed Intrigue, without contra- 
8 N dicting 
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dicting that of your Marriage. The 
World was ſevere in its Cenſufe. My 
Reputation, which I had till then tole- 
rably ſupported, was utterly blaſted. 
His Character ſuffer*d no leſs. Luckily 
however, he was ignorant of the ſcan- 
dalous Stories you had taken ſuch Pains: 
to propagate. But I knew' what I had 
to expect from your Revenge, the Mo- 
ment lreccived your Letter. By Degrees, 
Ebegun to recover from my Indiſpoſiti- 
on. He ſtill continued to viſit me. I 
uſed all my Art to excite in him a mu- 
tual Paſſion, nor did I deſpair of effect- 
ing it. Virtuous as he is, the Temp- 
tation muſt in the End have proved 
too powerful He had made the moſt 
diligent but unſucceſsful Enquiries 
after Obrian. He Yeſterday told me, 
he was therefore determined for ſome 
Time to give over the fruitleſs Search, 
and go immediately td. Were he- 
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once more reconciled to his Friend, 
Vengeance ſhould, for the- future, 
employ his whole Attention. 1/ was 
greatly alarm'd at this Reſolution ; 
but, when he come to take Leave, my 
Spirits abſolutely forſook me. I uſed 
all my Art, 1 fummon'd all my Blan- 
diſhments to detain him, but in vain. 
My repeated Intreaties, however, ex- 
torted from him a Promiſe, that he 
would ſee me once again, before he 
took that fatal Journey, 


He was no ſooner gone, thanl rack'd 
my Invention for ſome Means to fruſtrate 
his Purpoſe. A more open Avowal of 
my Paſſion appear'd the moſt feaſible, 
I. had already Reaſon to flatter myſelf, 
I was more than. indifferent to him. 
He muſt have been more than Man 
had I not, after the tender inſinuating 
— in which I had behaved to him, 
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ſuſceptible as his Heart undoubtedly 
is.— How ardently did 1 long for his 
promiſed Return l had on the Morn- 
ing on which I expected him, dreſs'd 
myſelt in the moſt alluring Deſhabille. 
Nothing was omitted that could em- 
belliſn my Charms. I number'd the 
tedious Moments — Twelve — one 
two o'Clock—no Lord Darnly—Tis 
impoſſible to deſcribe my Agitation 
at laſt a Rap at the Gate i flew to the 
Window—A Man on Horſeback de- 
| hver'd a Letter, and inſtantly rode 
off, —F am ruin'd! exclaim'd I, and 
funk almoſt lifeleſs into a Chair, Bab 
enter'd with the fatal Billet—F trem- 
bling open'd it—the firſt Thing that 
preſented itſelf 'was an hundred Pound 
Bank-Note.—I toſs'd it from me, 
and burſting into Tears—ah ! I fee 
what I have to expect, this is his laſt 
Adieu, and I ſhallnever fee him more. 

For 
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For a few Moments I gave Way to the 


violent Emotions of my Grief and Diſ- - 


appointment, without being able to 
compoſe myſelf enough to read the 
fatal Letter Theſe were the Contents. 


To Miſs BRU DN EIL I. 


Mapa un, 5 3 

The World has put an unfavour- 
able Conſtruction on our Intimacy. 
For the Sake of your Reputation, it 
ought no longer to ſobſiſt. An unex- 
pected Event prevents my bidding you 
a perſonal Adieu. I know not if you 
have deceived me, I am willing to 
judge favourably. You may ſti} de- 
pend on any Service in my Power, tho' 
from henceforth J ſhall avoid all per- 
{onal Intimacy. If your Penitence for 
paſt Errors is fincere, your Circum- 
ſtances ſnall be made Io! eaſy, as to 
1 7 leave 
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leave you no Pretence to rep them. 
Adieu 
5 DARN LIV.“ 


Ah! Lady Die, what can you aſk 
more, are you not ſufficiently reveng- 
ed? If you knew what ſuffer from diſ- 
appointed Love but I will not gratify 
your Hatred, by enlarging on my Miſe- 
ry. Wretch that I am! for ever loſt 
to Happineſs! loſt to Virtue! my 
Reputation blaſted, where ſhall] I hide 
my Shame lf your unfeeling Heart 
vet ] will not ſtoop to aſk your Pity 
—ah! I have not a Friend in the 
World. I deſtrve not to have one 
my Pen drops from my Hand. —Good 
Heavens ! . what will become of the 
ruincd, the undone, 


CARQLINE BRUDNELL! 


„ 1 
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LETTER Dd 
To Miſs BRUDñN ELI. 


1 FOR GIVE you, Brudiel/—Let 
what's paſt be forgot - you robbed 
me of my Lover, I you of your 
Re putation.— I know not which is the 
greateſt Injury had you ſucceeded in 
attaching him to you indeed, I never 
would have pardon'd your Triumph. 
But thus humbled, we are once more 
upon a Par—Reſume your wonted Spi- 
rits, Child—Haſten from that odious 
Country. No Wonder you are in the 
Horrors. Your Sermon-like Epiſtle 
produced the ſame Effects on me But 
what, after all, do we make ſuch a 
Buſtle about? — a Man ?—Ridiculous! 
— As if there was but one in the World. 
— Your 
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Your Reputation !—a Trifle—in 
England indeed, you might not be 
able to appear with that Eclat you 
have been accuſtom'd to; but is 
Gaiety, is Pleaſure, confined to this 
Illand only ?—Chear up your Heart, 
my Dear, we will yet ſhine with our 
uſual Splendor What ſay you to a 
Trip to Paris *—I am on the Wing: 
London is no longer a fit Place for me 
to flouriſh in.— I go then. Will you 
accompany me? Be quick in your 
Reſolves, dear Brudnell, there is not 
a Moment to loſe.—I have a thouſand 
Reaſons for haſtening my Departure. 
Come to me immediately. Once. 
more, forget what is paſt z we are as 
good Friends as ever; let us bid adieu 


to this—no longer dear - Town 
Vor. II. K Money! 
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Money! Beauty like ours—no fear — 


I am interrupted—we will talk over 
our Affairs when we meet. Adieu. 


Diana DoRMuER. 


LETTER LII. 


To Mrs. FRAMPTON. 


O My Friend ! this is too much, 

My poor Henrietta“ to what 
Miſery is ſhe doom'd !—her Father, 
her Uncle Ah! if they do not time- 
ly overtake the Villain, what will 
become of her ! — Pity us gracious 
Heaven ! interpoſe in Behalf of ſuffer- 
ing Innocence—by his curſed Strata- 
gems, he has once more got her into 


his Power.—They are gone in Purſuit 


I hardly know what I write —I 


muſt leave POOP, poor Daughter ! 
& © WE 8d 
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—dangerous may be the Conſequence 
of her terrible Fright.—She was Wit- 
neſs, alas! it was not in her Power 
to aſſiſt her unhappy Friend Adieu 
— There is no deſcribing our Miſery— 


Your's, 


ELIZ A CAur Tx. 


LETHYHIU RN Di 


To the Ws 


M* Son is juſt arrived, and is almoſt 
diſtracted at the Condition in 
which he found his beloved Wife ; 
yet he can hardly reſtrain the Deſire he 
has to purſue, like the reſt of her 
Friends, the guilty Raviſher. — But 
how can he leave his Sophia? - When 
J farſt inform'd him of our Misfortune 
—Good Heavens! exclaim'd he, what 

K 2 then 
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then will become of Lord Darnly ?— 
With what different Hopes—he ſtop- 
ped—T was too much engroſſed by the 
Thoughts of the lovely Henrietta, to 
aſk an Explanation—A Meſſage from 
Williamſon —What can ſhe want ?— 
Perhaps ſhe has gain'd ſome Intelli- 
gence—Heaven grant ſhe may—Adieu 
till I return, 


In Continuation. 


I have moſt ſurpriſing Things to 
tell you. — Let me attempt to do it 
with ſome Method, though I can hard- 
ly reſtrain the Tranſports of my Joy. 
I left you, my Friend, on the Ar- 
rival of a Meſſenger from Williamſon 
— ſhe ſent to beg my immediate Pre- 
ſence—I flipped only for a Moment 
into my Daughter's Apartment, then 
accompanied the Man to her Houſe. 

But 
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But judge of my Emotions, at the 
Scene that preſented itſelf when 1 
enter'd her Room.—-She was ſitting 
drown'd in Tears by the Side of a 
Bed, on which lay a well drefs'd Man, 
ſeemingly at the Poiat of Death. At 
a little Diſtance, reclined in an arm'd 
Chair, I beheld my lovely Niece, juſt 
recovering from a Swoon, Lord Darn- 
ly kneeling at her Feet holding one of 
her Hands.—I flew towards her, ut- 
tering an Exclamation of Surpriſe and 
Joy, and caught her in my Arms, 
ſhe flung her's round my Neck—My 
dear Aunt! my Henrietta! was all we 
could ſay for ſome Moments—Lord 
Darnly continued kneeling. 


Oor mutual Tranſports a little a- 
bated, ſhe turn'd to him with an Air 
rather reſerved — Why this humble 
Poſture, my Lord ? The Obliged ought 
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to kneel, but ſurely it ill becomes the 
Huſband of Lady Diana—The Huſ- 
band of Lady Diana! interrupted he, 
with Fervour. Ah! could you believe 
ſo ſtrange a Report? Can my Friends 
then think me capable of a Conduct 
ſo ungrateful ? — You are too con- 
deſcending, my Lord, ſaid I, to 
make an Apology ; your Friends had 
no Right to diſpute your Choice—He 
aroſe, and taking my Hand with an 
Air of Reſpet—You will condema 
this unjuſt Coolneſs, Madam, when 
you know the Truth of the Affair.— 
Appearances I own are againſt me; 
but I would never have preſumed to 
appear in the Preſence of that young 
Lady, if I could not acquit myſelf of 
the Charge of Ingratitude.—You have 
not, I find, ſcen your Son. I hoped 
he would have prepared my Friends 
to have given me a more favourable 

Reception, 


7 
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| Reception.—Forgive me, Sir, ſaid: I; | 


the Dehverer of my 1 Niece is intitled 
to my warmelt Gratitude, and ſuch I 
have Reaſon to believe you are — 
Name it not, cry'd he; had I done it 
at the Expence of my Life, I ſhould 
have eſteem'd myſelf amply reward- 
ed, in having been ſerviceable to her; 
tor whole Sake alone that Life is valu- 


able. It is no longer ſo, ſince I have 


unfortunately forfeited her Eſteem. 


He woes proceeding, when the Sur- 
geon he had ſent for entered the Room. 
His Lordſhip approach'd her with a 
melancholy Air. Permit me, Ma- 
dam, ſaid he, ſighing, and taking her 
Hand, to lead you from a Scene 
that will too much affect you. know 
your gentle Nature. Even I had 
formerly the Happineſs to excite your 
Pity z thoſe compaſſionate Tears ſhow, 

6 that 
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that others have ſtil] that Power.— 
Her Emotions prevented an Anſwer. 
He led her into another Room, and 
immediately return'd to the unfor- 
tunate, guilty Obrian.— ] again em- 
braced my Henrietia, and we both, 
falling on our Knees, return'd Thanks 
to Heaven for her providential Deli- 


verance,—She then gave me an Ac- 


count of the Manner in which it was 
effected. I need not trouble you with 
the Particulars, I would haſten to 
what is more agreeably intereſting. — 
Lord Darnly is the braveſt, as well as 
moſt generous of Men. Should the 
Villain die, there is no Fear but he 
will be honourably acquitted, as he 
only wounded him in his own De- 
fence ; and that not till he had firſt 
fired at bim, without however doing 
him any . 


| In 
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In the Midſt of her Recital, my Son 
vnexpectedly enter'd the Apartment. 
He had been inform'd of what had 
happen'd, and haſten'd to partake of 
our Joy. — After tenderly congratu- - 
lating Henrietta on her Eſcape, — 
where, ſaid he, is my Friend, your 
noble Deliverer ? You "ought to have 
had from me an Explanation of his. 
Conduct, before you could receive 
him as he deſerves.— What Explana- 
tion, cry'd ſhe eagerly, is he not ? 
She ſtopt, and turn'd from us to hide 
a riſing Bluſn - Proceed, my dear Hen- 
rietta, ſaid he ſmiling, and taking 
her Hand, do you bluſh at betraying 
a Tenderneſs for one of the moſt wor- 
thy of his Sex? Think more juſtly. 
Your Lover—My Lover! interrupred 
ſhe, with a Degree of Scorn, no: If 
he were even once more free, think 

K 5 not 
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not I would accept that Fragment of 
his Heart, which his Diana - But 
with his whole Heart, interrupted he 
in his Turn, that conſtant Heart which 
has ever been your's, do not be too 
precipitate in your Determination; 
read this Letter firſt, which contains his 
Juſtification—you'll be amazed at the 
treacherous Arts that have been prac- 
tiſed to deceive us.—She took it with 
a trembling Hand. He obſerved her 
Emotions. Permit me to read it to 
vou, added he; my Mother, though 
not quite ſo anxious as you, continu- 
ed he, with an arch Smile, will yet, 
no doubt, be glad to—How can you 
thus trifle with female Curioſity ? 
cry'd I, read it I beſeech you without 
farther Preamble.— He did ſo—O my 
Friend! what an amazing Diſcovery ! 
What a Wretch is that vile r 
Die! 

My 
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My Niece's Surpriſe and Joy was 
ſo great, that it entirely overcame her 
Spirits. It was with Difficulty we 
could preſerve her from fainting.—I 
will bring a more effetual Remedy 
than any you can adminiſter, ſaid my 
Son, when ſhe was a little recovered» 
Prepare to do Juſtice to my Friend. 
I know you did not give him that 
cordial Reception he merits. I always 
entertain'd a favourable Opinion of 
him, notwithſtanding Appearances.— 
Henrietta, continued he, prefling her 
Hand, he is worthy of you. Whar 
greater Praiſes can I beſtow upon him ? 
OE ſaying he left us. 


Bor Darnl's Letter is too a 
for me to tranſcribe at preſent, I 
could hardly find Time to write this, 
1 incloſe the Original, therefore return 
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it to us, my Friend, the firſt Oppor- 
tunity, or rather let me hope you will 
bring it in Perſon; our Joy is im- 
perfect, till you are a Witneſs, a Par- 
taker of it. Remember the Promiſe 
you made my Niece to be preſent at 
her Wedding; but I need ſay no 
more, my Niece writes to you her- 
ſelf. If you can reſiſt her Intrea- 
ties — no, I truſt you will not refuſe 
us the Pleaſure of your Company on 
the happy Occaſion.— But to reſume 
my Narrative. 


In a fon Moments my Son return'd, 
accompanied by Lord Darnly, whole 
late gloomy Air now gave place to a 
Joy, which yet was check'd by the 
-Diffidence of Love; with Emotions 
that deprived him of the Power of 
Utterance, he caſt himſelf at the Feet 
ef his Henrietta. , he raiſed him with 
» modeſt 
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modeſt Tenderneſs — Pardon me, my 
Lord, ſaid ſhe, my late cool Beha- 
viour. -Gratitude ought to have ex- 
cited me to a different Conduct, but I 
had been deceived into an Opinion 
It was not the Belief of your Mar- 
riage, continued ſhe, with ſome Con- 
fuſion, The © Circumſtances — Ah! 
Madam, interrupted he, I durit not 
indeed flatter myfelf you would take 
much Intereſt in that; yet, highly as 
1 value your Eſteem, I could have 
wiſh'd my feeming Inconſtancy- had 
had ſome Share in your Reſemment. 
If I am only to rank you amongſt the 
Number of my returning Friends, 1 
own my refractory Heart will mur- 
mur, though that is a Diſtinction 1 
would purchaſe at the Expence of my 
Life. Lou are too precipitate in urg- 
ing her on this Subject, ery'd I, ſmiling, 
Little as you think of Friendſhip, 1 
| ih muſt 
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muſt however, inſiſt on a Return to 
mine.—He took my Hand, reſpect- 
fully preſs'd it to his Lips — I em- 
braced him—Welcome, my dear Son, 
ſaid I, let me again call you by that 
Name ; how will my Brother be re- 
Joiced |—My Friend! exclaim'd he! ah! 
where is that beſt of Men ! how eager- 
ly do I long to be reconciled to him 
— (Good Heavens, what a Monſter of 
Ingratitude muſt I have appear'd ! You 
know not, Madam, what I have ſuf- 
fered under a Senſe of his Diſpleaſure ; 
little did I imagine he never received 
the Letter I wrote, or nothing ſhould 
have detain'd me from him. But a 
thouſand unfortunate Circumſtances — 


Let us think no more of what is 
paſt, interrupted my Son, you can 
eaſily vindicate yourfelf; would he 
were here to partake of our foy !— 
11 Alas! 
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Alas! ſaid Henrietta, mine is dampt, 
when I reflect on the Condition of 
that poor Wretch, whoſe Crimes make 
me the more concern'd at his Danger. 
I tremble leſt he ſhould, ere he has 
obtain'd from Heaven that Pardon, 
without which he muſt be for ever 
miſerable—Tell me, Sir, turning to 
Lord Darnly, is there any Hopes of 
his Life ?—Thoſe Fears, this amiable 
Compaſſion becomes the gentle Hen- 
rietta, return'd he; but do not be too 


much alarm'd, I truſt his Wounds 
are not mortal. I am no leſs than you 
concern'd at his Condition. How 
thankful am I, that I have been pre- 
ſerved from a Crime, into which the 
Impetuoſity of my Temper, and a 
juſt Revenge, as I imagined it, would 
have hurried me] What muſt have 
been my Remorſe, had I endanger'd 
his Life in any other Cauſe, ſince 


even 
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even now I am ſo much afflicted at 
what has happen'd. 


You, my Lord, have not the leaſt 


Reaſon to reproach yourſelf, I only 
am to blame. What Miſery have 1 
not brought on myſelf and others, by 
one early and fatal Imprudence Ah! 
my Henrietta, cry*d he, I cannot bear 
this —Imprudent, did you fay ? Good 
Heavens! who but yourſelf, could 
ever diſcover in you the leaſt Imper- 
fection—0 let me wipe off thoſe bene- 
volent Tears, generous Henrietta / 


How your compaſſionate Sympathy, | 


even for one who has ſo greatly in- 
ured you, affects me 


The poor Wretch who excites 
them, ſaid my Son, would be bappy, 
could he flatter himſelf you would fo 
eaſily forgive him; I think he ſhould 
be 


* 
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be inform'd, it might give ſome Eaſe 
to his tortured Mind. The pious 
Williamſon has already preach'd him 
into ſome Degree of Remorſe.—The 
poor Woman is inconſolable; I never 
imagined he was ſo dear to her, no- 
thing can equal her Tenderneſs and 
Aſſiduity; he ſeems ſenſible of her 
Goodneſs, he reproaches himſelf for 
his Ingratitude—owns ſhe deſerved a 
better Fate—but for him ſhe might, 
by her Virtue, have been worthy” of 
Eſteem 5; *rwas he that led her into 
the Paths of Vice and Ruin—She in- 
treats him to be ſilent, and affures 
him, weeping, ſhe no longer remem- 
bers the Injury he has done her. 


T propoſed ſending for a neighbour- 
ing Clergyman.— It will be necefſary 
then, ſaid my Son, to prepare him for 
the Viſit, or he may be too much 

alarm'd; 
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alarm'd; your free Livers are apt to 
think it is all over with them, when 
Gentlemen of their Cloth make their 
Appearance; and I am of Opinion, he 
- 1s not in ſuch eminent Danger as 
the Surgeons would make us believe. 
It is their Intereſt to perſuade us he is 
ſo. I have ſome little Skill in | Sur- 
gery; I ſaw them dreſs his Wounds, 
and am convinced they are not mortal. 
—Well then, ſaid I, we may return 
to the Hall; I ſhall ſend ſome of the 
Servants to aſſiſt Williamſon in attend- 
ing him, he is not in a Condition to 
be removed. — I think however, I 
mult. ſee him once more before I go. 
Spite of his Crimes he , now. merits 
Compaſſion. —'Tis a generous Deſign, 
cry'd Henrietia, I fear my Spirits 


would fail me, or I would accompany 
you ; but if it will be any Conſola- 
dien. you may aſſure him of my For- 
| giveneſs, 
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giveneſs—Come then, ſaid I to Harry, 
let us go to his Apartment, You, my 
Lord, will be ſo obliging as to order 
the Coach to be in Readineſs againſt our 
Return. 


So ſaying, accompanied by my Son, 
I haſten'd to his Room.—1I. found 
the poor Wretch in violent Terror and 
Dejection. A Life ſuch as his had 
been, could not fail to make the Ap- 


_ proach of Death terrible. His Spirit 


and Gaiety had intirely forſaken him. 
IWilliamſen was endeavouring to calm 
his Emotions. He expreſs'd the bigh- 
eſt Gratitude for my condeſcending 
Viſit, as he called it, and implored 
my Pardon for his Faults—I affured 
him bothof mine, and her's he had more 
cruelly injured. I begged he would 
compoſe himſelf. My Son endeavour'd. 
to mitigate his Fears in regard to the 
| Danger 
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Danger of his Wounds. He eagerly 
catch*d at the flattering Hope he 'gave 
him of his Recovery, ard vow'd Refor- 
mation if it pleafed Heaven to ſpare 
his Life. How abjectly timorous does 
a Death-bed render thoſe bluſtering, 
daring Spirits!—I could not prevent 
a Degree of Scorn mixing with my 
Compaſſion. 


| I took Notice to Williamſon of her 
violent Tenderneſs and Affiduity—Your 


Charity is commendable, ſaid 1, but 


beware leſt other Motives do not 
rob it of its Merit. Your Life has 
for ſome Time been exemplary, 
guard againſt a Relapſe. Pity the Man, 
but remember you ought to deteſt his 
Faults. Above all Things, take Care 
your guilty Paſſion is not rekindled 
She bluſh'd exceſſively, but made no 
- Anſwer to my friendly Caution. I am 
; really 
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really apprehenſive, that this Woman, 
in ſpite of her apparent Reformation, 
has yet buta wavering Virtue—Should 
he recover, I know not what may be 
the Conſequence of their renew'd Inti- 
macy. Reſentment had, for a while, 
rather ſtifled than extinguiſh'd her 
Love. Should it regain its Force, who 
knows but he may, now ſhe is in Cir- 
cumſtances to relieve his preſent Diſ- 
treſs, take ungenerous Advantage of 
her Weakneſs —yet, perhaps, my Fears 
are groundleſs. I would hope the 
beſt, but I cannot ſay I approve of her 
Behaviour, 


It was late before we return'd to the 
Hall. IJ had taken Care to remove my 
Sophia's Anxiety, by a ſhort Note I ſent 
from Williamſon's. The News of ber | 
Friend's Return had ſo good an Effect, 
thatſhe found herſelf able to riſe, tho not 

| to 
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to leave her Apartment — Harry went 
up to prepare her for her welcome 
Gueſt. In a few Minutes we join'd 
him — Tis impoſſible, my Friend, to 
deſcribe the general Joy, which was 
ſoon after augmented by the Arrival 
of my Brothers, and the now dejected 
Sir James, from their ſruitleſs Expedi- 
tion. | 


We ſhould not ſo ſoon have enjoy'd 
the Pleaſure of their Company, had 
they not accidently been inform'd of the 
Rencounter between my Lord and 
Obrian. From the Circumſtances they 
gueſs'd, the young Lady could be 
no other than her they were in Search 
of; upon which they immediately 
return'd, hoping to find their Conjec- 
ture well faunded—you may judge of 
her Father's Tranſports, on finding 
his beloved Child thus providentially 

reſtored 


tic 
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reſtored to him. He was, however, 


rather ſhy in his Behaviour to Lord 
Darnly; but it was not long ere his 
unjuſt Soſpicions were removed, and 
the moſt cordial Reconciliation! took 
Place on all Sides—Sir James was the 
only Perſon, who ſhared not in the 
general Happineſs. , Henrietta endea- 
vour'd to conſole him for his Diſap- 
pointment, by the moſt engaging Sweet- 
neſs of Behaviour. She warmly ex- 
preſs'd her Gratitude, for his having 
intereſted himſelf in her unfortunate Ad- 
venture, But all this rather increaſed 
than diminiſh'd. his Chagrin, as the 
more amiable ſhe appeared, the more 
he regretted his Loſs, 


Sir Roger was concern'd for him, 
He ſhook him by the Hand. It can't 
be help'd, Man, cry'd he, with Emo- 
tion, She ſhould ha been your's, but 

that 
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that I promiſed her to my Lord, afore 
I knew you, look'ye; and what I ſay, 
Pl ſtand too, ſo there's no Help for 
it I know there is not, ſaid he, ſigh- 
ing. I had no Reaſon to entertain any 
Hopes, you could not foreſee the Con- 
ſequence. It was my Fate, I muſt ſub- 
mit. May you be happy, Madam, 
continued he, bowing to Henrietta, 
Your generous Pity for my Sufferings, 
is the only Interruption to it. I will 
leave you, therefore, that it may have 
no Allay. So ſaying, he paid his Re- 
ſpects to the reſt of the Company, and 
was going—You muſt not leave us, 
ſaid my Brother for this Night at leaſt 
—Excuſe me, Sit, return*d Sir James, 
it is neceſſary for my Peace. If you 


have any Value for that, do not oppoſe _ 


my Deſign. If I ſtay much longer, 
I ſhall not have Power to put it in 
Practice. His Friend made no Anſwer, 

but, 
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but, with Sir Roger, accompanied him 
to the Gate, where, after bidding them 
adieu, he mounted his Horſe and rode 
off. They return'd to us a little de- 
jected, but ſoon cleared up Supper 
was ſerved, The Lovers made but a 
flight Repaſt. 


When the Servants were withdrawn, 
Lord Darnly, at my Brother's Requeſt, 
gave us a more particular Account of 
what happen'd during his Abfence. 
His Story was, however, frequently 
interrupted by a more intereſting Sub- 
ject, with which he was every now 
and then entertaining his lovely Hen- 
rietta, who ſat by him, and liſten'd 
to him with ſweet Confuſion.— Never 
was there ſo vile, ſo artful a Creature, | 
as that Lady Die. You'll'be aftonith'd, 
when I have Leiſure to tell you the 
various l ſhe einploy*d—hep 

F Character 
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Character is the moſt extraordinary 
I ever heard of, -O come, my 
Friend, I have a thouſand Things to 
tell you. Do not refuſe my Requeſt. 
Your Henrietta tov—ſhe poſitively de- 
clares, notwithſtanding the Importunity 
of her Lover, her Marriage ſhall be 
delay'd till your Arrival.-Lord Darn- 
ly threatens to play the Knight Errant, 
and to bring you here by Force, if no- 
thing elſe-can procure us the Honour 
of your Company. Adieu, I haſten 
to join the happy Society — Tour's, 


ELIZA CamMPpLly. 


LETTER LIV. 
To the SAME. 


1 SHALL never be reconciled to 
that Mrs. Sidney, dear as ſhe is to 

you, for having ſo ſoon deprived us of 
the Pleaſure of your Company, How 
. ſmwiftly 


in 
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fwiftly did the happy Fortnight you 
was with us' wing its Flight! Love 
may conſole the enraptured Lord Darnly 
and his charming Bride for your Ab- 


ſence, but your Friend has no Re- 


ſource of this Nature to diſſipate her 
Chagrin for the Loſs of your valued 
Society. I ought not however, to 
reproach you; no, let me rather ex- 
preſs my Gratitude for the too ſhort 
Viſit you have ſo obligingly made us. 


Lou charge me to write. —What 


can I ſay to you my Friend? You was 
Witneſs to our Joy. You ſaw the lovely 
Pair united. Their Felicity ſeems daily 
to increaſe. My Sophia too is perfectly 
recovered, Sir Roger, my Brother, all 
my Friends in ſhort, are, as when you 
left us, the happieſt People on Earth. 


Now let us talk to you about him, 
in whoſe Fate Compaſſion intereſts you. 
* He 


244 The Woman of FAs RTO. 

le is in a fair Way of Recovery. I 
thought proper to make Williamſon re- 
move to another Lodging now he is 
out of Danger, it was not ſo prudent 
for her to continue longer in the ſame 
Houſe — She frequently viſits him, 
however, tho' the Peoples Care, whom 
they employ to attend him, may ſaſely be 
relied on— I know not what will be- 
come of the poor Wretch, when his 
Health is reſtored. . My Brother talked 
the other Day of doing ſomething for 


him, but Sir. Kager ſtreauouſſy oppoſed 


it; ſaid it was encouraging Vice; he 
ovght to ſtarve as a Puniſhment for 
his Crimes; a pretty Scheme truly, 
to reward the Villain for having in- 
jured us. My Lord was Glent, ſo was 
Henrietta; but I gueſs d by their Looks, 
they did not approve his Sentiments— 
Adieo, my Friend — Congratulatory 
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Viſitors: leave me hardly a Moment's 
Leiſure for writing.— Lour's, 


ELIZA CAMPLY, 


LETTER LV. 
To the SAME. 


ALWAYS fear'd Williamſon's was 

not a thorough Reformation, and yet 
I could: not have believed - But let me 
be more particular Obrian was per- 
fectly recover'd. Henrietta, Sophia, and 
his Lordſhip, had been for ſome Days 
in deep Conſultation, unknowu to Sir 
Roger, about making ſome Proviſion 
for him. His forlorn Condition excited 


their warmeſt Compaſſion. They no 


longer remember'd his Crimes M 


Lord at laſt thought of a Scheme, 
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which wasapprovedof by them all. They 
then admitted me into the Secret It 
was, to procure hima Commiſſion in one 
of the Regiments Abroad. His leav- 
ing England was judged expedient on 
every Account. I commended the ge- 
nerous Defign, which his Lordſhip 
immediately put in Execution, The 
Affair was ſoon ſettled. My Lord 
went himſelf to confer the unexpected 
Favour.. The Captain, as well he might, 
expreſſed the higheſt Gratitude, He 
was cautioned, however, not to mention 
it, leaſt it ſhould come to the Know- 
ledge of Sir Roger, who is ſtill impla- 
cably incenſed againſt him. They 
were leſs reſerved ro my Brother 
Charles, as they knew his. generous 
Diſpoſition. He greatly approved what 
his Friend had done; and, as a Proof of 


ic, added a Sum to equip Obrian for 
his Expedition; who, thus happily reſ- 
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eued from Indigence and Diſtreſs, with 
a Heart—art leaſt to Appearance — 
overflowing with Gratitude, left“ ““, 

having firſt taken an affectionate nous 
of Williamſon. — There was no Cauſe 
for Sorrow on either Side, as they had 
no doubt amicably ſettled Matters, 
ſo as to prevent a Iong Separation— 
This is clear to me, tho*' Lord Darnly 
is of Opinion ſhe followed him without 
his Encouragement or Conſent—Be 
that as it will, 'tis certain ſhe is gone 
off Bag and Baggage. —Imprudent, 
unhappy Woman! we ſee in her the 
Conſequence of a Habit of Vice. How 
ſeldom are Creatures of her Character 
reclaim' d! Adieu, my Friend. Tour 
| prowiled Return is impatiently expected 
by your's, W 
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Chtiſt; wherein the ſacred Text is at 
large recited; the Senſe explained, and 
the inſt ructive Example of the Bleſſed 
Jeſus and his holy Apoſtles to our Imi- 
cation are recommended. The whole 
de ned to encourage the reading of 
e Holy Scriptures in private Fami- 
lies, and to render the daily Peruſal 
of them piofitable and delightful, 
Folio, u. 53. | 


4. Dit- 
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4. Ditto, embelliſhed with fourſcore 
Copper Plate Cuts. and Maps, 11. 
118. 6 d. | 

5. Fox on Time and the End of Time. 
Ia two Diſcourſes, viz. the firſt about 
Redemption of Time; the ſecond about 
Conſideration of our latter End. 12 mo-. 
28. 

6. Proteſtant Manual of Chriſtian 
Devotions, ſuited to all Times, Perſons, 
and Circumſtances, &c. By the Au- 
thor of the New Duty of Man, and New 
Week's Preparation. 12mo. 28. 6d. 

7. Child's. Bible, or an Hiſtory of 
the Holy * res; in which - ſe- 
veral Paſſages of the Old and New Tei- 
tament are {aid down. in a Method ne- 
ver before attempted, and reduced to 
the tender. Capacities of Children. 
Embelliſhed with Cuts, and bound in 
red Leather. 25. | 

8. A General Hiſtory of the World, 
from the Creation to the preſent Time; 
including all che Empires, Kingdoms, 
and States; their Revolutions, Forms 
of Government, Laws, Religions, 
Cuſtoms and Manners the Progreſs 
of cheir Learning, Arts, Sciences, Com- 
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merce and Trade; together with their 
Chronology, Antiquities, public Build- 
ings, and Curioſities of Nature and Art. 
By W. GuTarit, Eſq, Jon Gray, 
Eſq; and others eminent in this Branch 
of Literature. In 12 Vols. 8vo, em- 
belliſn'd with uſeful Maps, &c. &c. 
Price 31. ſewed in Boards and blue 
Paper. Any of the Volumes may be 
had ſeparate to complete Setts. 

9. CAMPBELL's Lives of the Ap- 
MIRALS, and other eminent Britiſh: 
Seamen, Containing their perſonal 
_ Hiſtories, and a Detail of all their pub- 
lie Services, &c. &c. In 4 Vols. 8 vo. 
Price 11. 4 8. | 
10. Britiſh, Scots, and Iriſh Com- 
pendium; or Rudiments of Honour. 
With the Arms of all the Nobility. 
In 5 Vols. 11. 108. 

11, SCHEMER, or univerſal Satyriſt; 
conſiſting of Letters on various Sub- 
jets. By that great Philoſopher. HEIL- 
TER VAN SCELTER, 12mo. 388. 
12. The Hiſtory of James Love- 
grove, Eſq; a Novel. In four Books. 
In 2 Vols. 12mo; 6s. ' 

het 13. Select 
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13. Select Trials at the Seſſions 
Houſe in the Old Bailey, for Murders, 
Robberies, Rapes, Sodomy, Coining, 
Bigamy, and other Offences. To 
which are added, Genuine Accounts of 
the Lives, Behaviour, Confeſſions and 
dying Speeches of the moſt notorious 
Convicts from the Year 1720 to the 
Year 1764. In eight Volumes 12 mo. 
Price 11. 48. The four laſt Volumes, 
including the Trials from 1740 to 1764, 

ay be had alone to complete the Sett. 
rice 128. | 

14. Mather's Young Man's Com- 
panion, or the ſeveral Branches of uſe- 
ful Learning mags peerhy eaſy. Con- 
taining plain Directions for a young 
Man's attaining to read and write true 
Engliſh; the beſt and eaſieſt Inftruftion 
for writing Variety of Hands. With 
Copies both in Proſe and Verſe, &c. 
&c. &c. Price 2s. 6d. 

15. The Bullfinch. Being a Col- 
lection of upwards of four hundred of 
the neweſt and moſt favourite Engliſh 
Songs which have been ſet to Muſic 
and ſung at the public Theatres and 

Gar- 
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Gardens. 12mo, Price neatly bound 
in red Leather, 2s. 6d. 

16, Winſlow's Anatomical Expoſi- 
tion of the Structure of the Human 
Body. Tranſlated from the French 
Original, by G. Douglaſs, M. D. il- 
luſtrated with Copper Plates. 4to. 138. 

17. Dr. Geo. Stanhope's Paraphraſe 
and Comment upon the Epiſtles and 
Goſpels appointed .to be uſed in the 
Church of England on all Sundays and 
Holidays throughout the Year. 4 Vols. 
8vo. Price bound iI. | 

18. Coles's Latin Dictonary, for the 
Uſe of Schools. 8vo. Price bound 6's. 

19. Smart's Phædrus, with a poe- 
tical Tranſlation, and the Appendix of 
Gudius. 12mo. Price 3s. 

20. The Female Adventurers. A 
Novel, In 2 Vols. Price 3 8. bound. 


t At the above Shop may be had all 
Sorts of Bibles and Common Prayer 
Books in plain and in elegant Bindings; 
alſo School Books, Wholefale and Re- 
tail, with all Sorts of Stationary, at 
the loweſt Prices. 3 


